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H.C. LEWIS 
President 


Coyne Electrica 
School 


‘Remember, there 
is no substitute 
for practical, 
personal training! 


Pays $60 to $200 a Week 
to Coyne-Trained Men 


N° line of work on this great big Earth of ours is so fascinating— 
so THRILLING—as electrical work. Just think how closely re- 
lated is Electricity to every great achievement of modern times— 
the radio, that does away with both time and distance and carries 
knowledge and entertainment to even the farthest lands; the 
globe-encircling airplane that depends upon its electrical motors to 
escape the dangers of sky, land and sea; the telegraph, which safe- 
guards trains and speeds our communications; the giant ship at 
sea, and the lighthouse which stands sentinel through the long 
night; the street car, the automobile, the industrial plant, the 
motion picture, the farm and the home. And millions of other 
activities and achievements of mankind depend upon Electricity, 
that mysterious force which is unlike any other power on Earth— 
that wonderful thing which has lightened mankind’s burdens and 
advanced civilization many centuries in a few short years. 


Complete Electrical Training in 12 Happy Weeks 


I have perfected an unusual course of instruction in 
Electricity, a course that is absolutely thorough, that 
18 easy to master, that covers every single phase and 
factor of the subject, that We for the BIG elec- 

trical jobs—the HIGH-SALARIED thrilling jobs. 


Three Months from Now 
You Can Be an Electrical Expert 


I mean every word Isay. I stake my reputation 
and the reputation of my world-famous COYNE 
School on my statements to you. Your success 
means my success! I have already started THOU- 
SANDS of men, young and old, on the — to Jy 
manent success and prosperity; have 
to true happ and i 
of evidence to back up my claims—thousands of 
letters from men who never knew what it was to 
earn more than a few dollars per week or month 
until they took my splendid course in Electricity. 


SUCTESS COUP 


H. C. LEWIS, President 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
1300-10 W. Harrison Street 
Dept. 6154, Chicago, Ilinois 

Dear H.C.—I sure want one of those big hand- 
some 12x15 books, with 151 actual photographs 
printed in two colors. Send it quick. I'll be look- 
ing for it on the next mail. I want the facts with- 
out placing me under any obligation. Be sure and 
tell me all about the Free Railroad Fare and 
Two Free Courses 


Name 


Address 


Education or Experience 
My course is not something that you merely | Free Railroad Fare 
ly from books 
LEARN-BY-DOING course. Every student re- to Chicago, the Electrical 
and in t h W. Id 
t Shops in icago. ere you wi ( en 
End dollars of ap- of the on 
paratus, every bit modern all insta lor your Make this the most 
profitable and enjoyable 
use and instruction. Along with my shop training, time of your life. Be sure to write at once 
you visit the great industrial organizations and my special offer of FREE RAIL- 
plants in this unparalleled electrical center. RO ARE hi 
ou learn wert about Electricity by taking the United States. cago from any point in 
my < course at COYNE. That's the only way to bean Master Bhectricizy right in the Electrical Cen- 
one ter of the World. You see everything Electrical 
s A-~sy here. Along with my Shop Lee you visit 
. And you can learn in twelve interesting the big organizations and power 
weeks at COYNE, regardless of yous education, see the greatest electrical shintet in —_ 
knowledge of mathematics, or previous experience. 


EARN WHILE YOU LEARN 
AT COYNE Send Coupon NOW 
My Employment Department helps you to get for My Big, NEW ~ REE Book 


a job to earn a good part of your expenses and 


assists you to a good job on graduation. and Special Offer of FREE COURSES in Radio 
and Auto, Truck and Tractor Electricity 


Right now I am making the test offer ever 

made by a Practical Training Institution. Even 

ngle minute. Send coupon right away 

‘ull 4 No obligation at Remember 

Endorsed by Electrical Industry. Backed by over 


#4. C. LEWIS, President Established 1899 a Quarter of a Century /———. You owe it 
Dept. 6154 1300-10 W. HarrisonSt.,Chicage ‘© yourself to investigate. Act NOW! 


Lownse, Phactical, Personal Training! 
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What do you know 
about antiseptics? 


Here is a page of condensed information 
You may want to read it 
Better still, send for the booklet to keep 


Right in the middle of reading an advertisement, do you 
often want to ask questions? Do you want to raise new 
points, or demand new light on certain aspects of the 
subject? We believe many people do feel this way, so we 
have taken the commonest questions people ask us about 
antiseptics and woven them into a series below. If you 
have additional questions, please write us. 


Q: In plain English, what is an 
antiseptic? 

A: In plain English, an anti- 
septic is a substance that re- 
tards or discourages the growth 
of germs or bacteria. It may 
also actually kill the germ 
growth, stamp it out. In that 
event the substance is not only 
an antiseptic. It becomes a 
germicide. 


Q: I have always associated the 
word “‘germicide” with burning, 
caustic chemicals. Is this correct? 


A: In general you are quite 
right. Germicides like carbolic 
acid, for instance, are only once 
removed from the searing red- 
hot iron which preceded them 
in the treatment of wounds. 
Until recently, there was no 
other recourse but these cor- 
rosive poisonous germicides. 


Q: You say “until recently.” Is 
there in fact a powerful germicide 
that is harmless to human tissue? 


A: Not only does such a germi- 
cide exist, but it is on sale right 
now at practically every drug- 
store in the United States and 
Canada. It is called Zonite. 


Q: Is Zonite comparable in 
strength with the burning poison- 
ous germicides? 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 


A: As a matter of fact, Zonite 
is far stronger than carbolic 
acid in any dilution that can be 
applied to the human body. 
Many of the most famous hos- 
pitals in the country are using 
Zonite regularly in their sur- 
gical work. 


Q: You speak of putting this 
powerful germicide-antiseptic on 
a cut or seratch. I can under- 
stand that. But I have seen refer- 
ences to the use of Zonite as a 
gargle or nasal spray. How can 
it be suitable for uses so far apart 
and so unlike each other? 


A: True, the uses of Zonite are 
many, but really it does only 
one thing. It kills germs. The 


At your druggist’s 
in bottles 
25c, and $1 


Slightly higher in 


ZONITE PRODUCTS CO. 
Postum Building 250 Park Avenue 
New York, N. Y. 


Please send me free copy of the Zonite 
booklet or booklets checked below. (3-12) 
C) Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
_ Nursery and the Baby 
Feminine Mygiene 


germs may differ in character. 
They may enter through a cut 
or break in the skin. They 
may exist in drinking water. 
Or they may colonize on the 
mucous membranes that line 
the cavities of the body; for in- 
stance, the membranous lining 
of the throat and nose. That 
lining is the favorite breeding- 
ground for the germs of colds, 
grippe, influenza and more seri- 
ous respiratory diseases. 


(): Do dentists recommend Zonite? 


A: Thousands of them not only 
recommend it as a mouthwash 
and preventive against pyor- 
rhea, but actually use it in 
their own homes. Ask your 
own dentist if he does. 


Q: Should it be diluted for use on 
these membranes of the body? 


A: Yes, according to directions 
in the package; but remember 
that even when pure it will not 
destroy human tissue, for it is 
non-poisonous and non-caustic. 
This is true when it is used for 
purposes of an enema, or for 
feminine hygiene. This last is 
where Zonite has brought about 
one of the most important of its 
reforms. No longer need women 
risk the dangers of bichloride of 
mercury or carbolic acid com- 
pounds. Zonite gives complete 
surgical cleanliness without dan- 
ger. No chance of accidental 
poisoning. Zonite is safe in the 
hands of a child. 


Q: How can complete informa- 
tion be obtained about Zonite and 
antiseptics in general? 


A: By sending for one or all of 
the free booklets (see coupon). 


PLEASE PRINT NAME 


1 


250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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Would You Like 
Make More Money? 


the Way 


A Material Increase 
in Salaries 


“We, the undersigned representa- 
tives of the Raleigh District of the 
Durham Life Insurance Company, 
desiring to equip ourselves for bet- 
ter service to our Company and its 
policyholders, enrolled in the 
course of Modern Salesmanship 
conducted by LaSalle Extension 
University of Chicago, Illinois. 

“We feel that the study required 
by this course, coupled with the 
training given by our own Com- 
pany, has afforded usa larger vision 
and therefore more enjoyment from 
our work. Since enrolling in the 
LaSalle course, we believe that we 
have rendered more efficient serv- 
ice, and we do know that our salaries 
have showma material increase. 

“We heartily recommend the La- 
Salle Modern Salemanship course 
to all salesmen who are ambitious 
to improve their methods and in- 
crease their earnings.” 

(Signed) 
Moye . W. Bobbitt 

.H. Whitford R. B. Ellis 
1. Peel N. F. Parham 

.D. Johnson J. K. Dunham 

B C. W. Hall 
Cleo P. Whitford 
S. B. Marley 
Roscoe Addison 


At the left—the staff of 
Raleigh District, Du m Life 
Insurance Company. Raleigh, 
North Carolina. All of the men 
in this —. including R. F. 
Harward, District Manager, are 
enrolled with LaSalle for home- 
study training in Modern Sales- 
manship. 


These Men Have Found It 
Thru “Modern Salesmanship” 


The group of men shown in the above illustra- 
tion comprise the local sales force of the Raleigh, 
N. C., District of the Durham Life Insurance Com- 
pany. They are seasoned salesmen, all of them— 
post-graduates in the school of practical selling. 

Unlike many salesmen, however, these men are not 
content to stop growing. They recognize that no man 
ever reaches the point in selling goods or services 
where he cannot improve. To them the secret of 
more money and greater progress lies in constantly 
developing and applying a more thoro and practical 
understanding of MODERN SALESMANSHIP. 

They have therefore sought training from the 
largest business-training institution in the world. 
One and all, they have enrolled with LaSalle Ex- 
tension University. Read their enthusiastic let- 
ter, at the left. Commenting on their progress, 
R. F. Harward, their District Manager, writes: 
**I have noticed a marked increase in efficiency and a 
material increase in the earnings of my Agents since 
their enrollment.”” 


Take This Shorter Route 
to Increased Earnings 


Is it possible to acquire a mastery of Sales- 
manship by extension methods? 
Take O. M. Albe, for instance. As salesman for 


the Lindsay Disc Sharpener Company, Cleveland, 

he landed the biggest order ever written for that 

Company—from one of the large mail-order 

houses of Chicago—solely on the strength of sales 

pointers he had got from his first assignment in 
‘Modern Salesmanship.”’ 

On the strength of the gains made by Mr. Albe 
as a result of his training, he has since been made 
Sales Manager of that company. His work so 
impressed D. W. Reinohl, President of the 
Lindsay Disc Sharpener Company, himself a sales- 
man of twenty-five years’ experience, that he has 
likewise enrolled in ‘‘Modern Salesmanship."’ 


Send for Free Copy 
“Modern Salesmanship” 


The widespread opportunities in selling are 
clearly outlined in a 64-page book, ‘“The Modern 
Salesman.” The information it contains is of priceless 
value to the man seriously ambitious to make a real 
success in the selling field. The coupon brings it FREE. 

Whether or not you have had sales experience, 
if you have average intelligence and will follow 
the LaSalle plan, you can quickly multiply your 
earnings. ou have often thought you would 
send for one of these free books. This time—for 
the sake of a brighter future—ACT! 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


THE WORLD'S LARGEST BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTION 


— — — — — — — — — FIND YOURSELF THRU LASALLE! — — — — — — — — — 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


Other LaSalle Opportunities: LaSalle opens the way to suc- 
cess in every important field of business. 


If more interested in one of the fields indicated below, check here: 


Higher Accountancy: 
Leading to position as Aud- 
itor, Comptroller, Certified 
Public Accountant, Cost Ac- 
countant, etc. 

Rusi M 4 
Training for Official, Man- 
agerial, Sales and Depart- 
mental Executive positions. 
Traffic Management — 
Foreign and mestic: 
Traini for position as 
ailroad or Industrial Traf- 
Manager, Rate Expert, 
Freight Solicitor, etc. 


Industrial Management: 
(ane for position in 
Works Management, Pro- 
duction Control, Industrial 
Engineering, etc. 


aw: Traini f Bar; 
raining for Bar 


© Modern Business 


spondence and Pract 

raining for position as 
Sales or Collection Corre- 
spondent, Sales Promotion 
Manager, Mail Sales Man- 
ager, Secretary, etc. 


© Banking and Finance. 
©) Modern Foremanship and 


Production Methods. 


0 Personnel and Employ- 


ment Management. 


0 Railway Station Mana¢ge- 
ment. 


0D Commercial Law. 

0 Expert Bookkeeping. 

0 Business English. 

Commercial Spanish. 

Effective Speaking. 

0 C. P. A. Coaching for Ad- 
va. 


mced Accountants. 


Dept. 450-SR 


CHICAGO 


Opportunities in Salesmanship—lIf you are especially 
interested in learning of the opportunities in odern 
Salesmanship, check below and we will send you an out- 
line of our salary-doublin plan, together with a copy 
of “The Modern Salesman,” also copy of “Ten Years’ 
Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 


Modern Salesmanship 


Leading to position as Sales Executive, Salesman, Sales 
Coach or Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, Manufac- 
turer's Agent, Solicitor, and all positions in retail, whole- 
sale, or specialty selling. 


qj 

> Sale 
4 Sing 
coupon Present Position 
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VERY day, every hour—everywhere you go—your Clothes talk about 
you. “She's Beautiful,” they say,—or “She's 
Poor” or “She's Clever.’ Send for my Free Book. Learn how you can 
have all the beautiful things you want—stylish Clothes and hats that 


speak well of you—and save money at the same time! 


My Free Book “Fashion Secrets” Dress Creation in just a few 
shows how you can learn to minutes a day of your spare-time 
Create Beautiful Gowns, Wraps, Read my sensational GUARAN 
Hats, Lingerie, QUICKLY, TEE of 100% IMPROVEMENT 
SASILY, at HOME See how in your Appearance on _ this 


give you Professional Secrets training—doesn't cost you a 
and Short-cuts to fashionable penny! 


Modistes Earn Up to $200 a Week 


Get into this fascinating profession! Modiste- 
Milliners are earning up to $200 a week in 
pleasant, easy work. I train you to become, 


( lip not just an ordinary Dressmaker, but a Creator 


of Beautiful, Distinctive Clothes. Many of my 
students earn big money in their spare-time. 


Coupon Get the particulars today. See how I train 
you to take advantage of these splendid money- 

for my making opportunities. Clip Coupon Now. 

BOOK! 


Help You 
Solve the 
Money Problem 


Get this amazing new Free 
Book—tfind out how you can be 
well dressed at all times 
Learn how you can have 
THREE charming, dresses—created just for YOU 
—for what you now pay for one ordinary factory 
made garment. I show you how to make one dollar 
do the work of two or three. See how you can save 
HALF to TWO-THIRDS on ALL of your clothing 


I'll Teach You to jiii< or carn up to $75 a week in your spare-time! 
Create the Prettiest 


Dresses You Ever 
99 
Had Nu-Way”’ Training is 
| train you the “Nu-Way" to create Clothes Fascinating, Simple, Easy 


that bring out your natural beauties—clothes 


that reflect your own individuality. I bring “Nu-Way”. the most thoroug : r 

Nu- gh and complete Train- 
you the Secrets of Professional Designers— ing, is fascinating, interesting, simple, and easy, 
teach you the little touches that separate the You don’t need previous experience. Even if 
$30 dress from the $300 gown. you've never sewed a stitch you can master “Nu- 


Way.” Common schooling all you need. Get all 
facts about this wonderful GUARANTEED 


OUTFITS Method. Clip coupon Now! 


Right Now I am offering three valuable Working Outfits Free of Extra 

Charge. Includes a full-sized Dress Form, made according to the latest Courses 

improved standards. Also a beautiful Ortental Work Basket which contains 3 in One 

8 inch Shears, 4 Inch Scissors, Buttonhole Scissors, Bodkin, Tracing Wheel, 

Tailor’s Chalk, Needles, Dress Snaps, Hooks and Eyes, Pearl But- “Nu-Way” Training includes Clothes-making, De- 


Emery, 
tons, White Cotton Thread, Black Cotton sign, Millinery, Pattern Drafting—all at the price 
Thread and Basting Thread. Alsomy “Nu-Way”’ of ONE COURSE. Also Lifetime Advisory Service. 
Simplified ODressmaking Chart, combining Lifetime Employment Service, Monthly Fashion 
Rule, Square, Front Curve, Back Curve, Bulletin, and 3 Big Outfits all Free of Extra Charge 


all Miscellaneous Curves, Skirt Gauge, But- 

tonbole Marker and Scallop Marker Also 

Complete Millinery Outfit, including special 

Milliner’s Side Cutting Pliers, Crinoline, Send Coupon Now 

Ruckram, two sizes of Ribbon Wire, White 

Silk Base Wire, Black Silk Base Wire, Exige M 
ie My Book “Fashion Secrets” is the same book that 

Wire — Wire, Thread, Milliner’s Needles has shown Thousands of women the QUICK anid 

and Snowy Comes. SURE way to Distinction in Dress with great sa\ 

ings in money. I'll send it to you ABSOLUTELY 

FREE if you SEND COUPON NOW! 


Director of 
Instruction 
THE FASHION INSTITUTE 
Dept. 417, 1926 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


derful offer. Send it now! 
Send me, at dnee, your Free Book “‘Fashion Secrets” 


VEVA GIFFIN MOODY, Director of INSTRUCTION 
and full particulars of ““Nu-Way"* Training. with- 


out any obligation on my part No salesman is to 
ASHION INSTITUTE 
Name 


Address 1926 Sunnyside Ave. Dept. 417 CHICAGO 
4 


Coupon brings full particulars of this won- 


Town . . State 


LEARN TO CREATE 
BEAUTIFUL CLOTHES AT HOME 
] 
Y THE FAMOUS 
“NU-WAY’ | 
Vera Gitfir Moody J 
I Will 
| */5 OF YOUR 
BILLS 
FOR ANY 
Tor 
WONDERFUL 
| OFFER OF 
3 OUTEITS! 
VEVA 
\ GIFFIN 


Our Big 
Bargain 
for 1926! 


Here it is! Our latest Fifth 
Avenue style silk Charmeuse 
dress, cut and 
special design, and offered at 
a price thatis simply baffling! 


We have ordered just about 
enough of these ultra fashion- 
alg2 dresses to supply by mail 
ONEdress for each town. And 
since we’ve made it a leader 
(just look at the price!) a 
quality leader, we must tell 
you, Madam, “First come, first 
served.” (A dollar deposit and 
not one cent C.O.D. buys the 
dress if you act quick—your 
dollar back if you don’t want 
the dress.) 


We make this sensational 
price and offer easy 
monthly payments in order 
to attract to our monthly 
payment plan many new 
customers who can afford to 
pay cash and want the big- 
gest bargain obtainable. 


This charming frock of lovely silk 
Charmeuse priced at only $14.95, is 
indeed a rare bargain. All the style of 
real expensive garments and even 
more serviceable. 


Attractive convertible collar can be 
worn high neck as illustrated or in the 
open neck effect if desired. Notice the 
pretty streamersand buttons, the smart 
flared skirt in front, and the stylish 
puffed sleeves of contrasting color silk 
crepe de chine. Your choice of black, 
navy, grey, pencil blue 
or rosew Sizes 34-44. Misses 16- 


Order by No. S-1. Terms $1.00 with 
$2.35 a month. Total 
Bargain price, only $14.95. 


Charmeusef| 
Latest Spring Style 


price we offer you 6 months to pay! Try our 


Even with this speci 


plan of buying a — at en comuieadd prices, and paying for them 
out of pin money you have heretofore frittered away. From Elmer Richards 
Co. you get value, that is why so many women who can afford to pay cash 
twice over, choose our easy payment method—then they can dress better than 
before out of nickels and dimes so easily saved. 

style, silk Charmeuse 


T> prove all this, we offer this remarkable, up-to-date, newest 
Lress for $1.00 deposit and $2.35 a month—total $14.95. And we'll sen oe. to you on approval. 
Get it, try it on, examine for yourself the material and workmenship—aee if you can duplicate 
it in qualit or Style, even for spotcash, anywhere else. If not absolutely convinced in every way, 
send the dress right back and your $1.00 deposit is returned at once. You've risked not one 
cent to find out what we mean by our big — of 1926. If ‘ectly satisfied, take 
months to pay. Remember, the a & of these dresses is limited. You must act quick. Send 
only $1.00 deposit now! 


Send “No Risk”? Coupon Now 


Elmer Richards Co. 


Dept. 1914 W. 35th Street, 


I enclose $1 deposit. Send me the Silk Charmeuse Dress No. S-1. If I am 
not delighted with the dress, I can return it and get 7 $l back. Otherwise, 
I will pay $2.35 a month until I have paid $14.95 in al 

BlakQ) GryQ Naw Green Blue] Rosewood 


(Check Color Wantec) 


(Bes sure re to fill out the chove lines) 


No Risk! 
Money Back’ 
If Not 
Satisfied 
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Extra special offer to those who 
FREE hurry their order for the 77 piece 
eombination outfit shown here :—7 
pieces GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher of 2-qt. 
eapacity and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. capacity Each 


jece is clear, thin and dainty; hand cut decora- 
jons consisting of large floral design with appro- 
priate foliage. Only a limited number —so act quic kk. 


are not delighted with the bargain, send the outfit back and we'll refund your dollar plus 


} 


Sensational offer—almost a year to pay! An outfit of 77 pieces—and a7 piece set of Genuine 


t cash. We'll ship this complete outfit—84 pieces in all—direct to your home on 30 days trial 


/ y Cut Glass FREE, if you order now—at a price you could not equal in your home town even for 


spol 
for only $1.00 down. Examine the quality, the beauty, the durability of each piece. After trial, 


transportation charges you paid. 


If you decide to keep the outfit, start paying only $2.00 a 
00 a Month month until you've paid our rock bottom $19.90 


for the entire 77 piece outfit with the7 piece Cut Glass Set 


\ 


Outfit Consists of: 


77 pieces you need in your home 
day. And, if you act at once, 
the 7 piece Genuine Cut Glass set is 

tree ides — 84 pieces in all! 

5 
44-Piece Bluebird 
\ ° Has delicately tinted design of 
5) Dinner Set Bluebirds and foli in natural 
eolors. Each piece is twice fired ont hes a snow 
flake white glaze of great brilliancy which cannot 
craze. The set consists of 6 cups, 6 saucers, 6 dinner 
plates, 9 in. diameter; 6 fruit saucers, 5 in diameter; 6 
oatmeal nappies, 6 in. diameter; 6 salad plates, 6 in. 
diameter; 1 meat platter, 10\ in. long; 1 round vegetable 
dish, 9 in. diameter; 1 cream pitcher, | pt.; 1 sugar bowl 
and cover (2 pieces); 1 butter plate; | utility bow:, | pt.; 
1 pickle dish, 6 in. in diameter. E piece haz a dainty 

blue edge and is beautifully shaped. 


A silver service of 
26-Piece Silver Set 0% 
made in U.S.A.,that will give you years of satisfaction. A 
pleasing pattern and popular polished finish. Each heavily silver 
Dilated Bet consists of 6 knives, 6 forks, 6 tablespoons, 6 " 
spoons, | sugar shell, 1 butter knife. Packed in y flannelroll. 


7-PieceT able Cloth and Napkins x 


in. and 6 napkins, 18x18 in., made of strong, 
au 


rable linen finished 
nder beautifully. All 
Both tabiectoth and nap- 
of Bluebirds and Appie Blossoms in their natural 
Harmonizes perfectiy with dish set. 


t The 7-Plece Genuine Cut Glass Set is FREE, # 


remember: 
you send sat once. Shipping weight of entire outfit about 60 ibs. 
Order by No. G8498A. $1.00 


with coupon; $2.00 monthly; 
Total price $19.90. 


\ kz 84 pieces in all—only $19.90— and almost a year to pay! Where else can you find a bar- 


gain like that and on such liberal terms ? 


Send Coupon NOW 


We have made up only a limited number of 
these combination outfits for this special sale. 
Send the coupon quick, while this offer lasts. 
re = | $1.00 deposit brings the outfit on 30 days’ 
trial. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money 
back. (We do not ship C. O. D.) 


Straus & Schram, Dept. 1914 Chicago, Ill. 


et FRE 
the Outfit, | wiil 
y you $2.00monthly. If not satisfied, | am to return the 
tit with the 7-piece cut glass set within 30 days and 
my money and any freight or express 
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Maybe The Cat Has His 


TT me social life was a painful duty. 
I would go to a party expecting a 
wonderful time, but I would be slighted, 
forgotten, left out of the jolliness and the 
happiness. And each time I would go 
home disgusted and sore because I wasn’t 
popular and sought after. Then one day 
I overheard two of the girls talking about 
me. 

“Why, he can’t even talk!” 
them. “Every time he tries 
mouth it is actually pathetic. All he can 
say is, ‘Yes mam’, and ‘No mam’. I can’t 
see how he’ll ever amount to anything— 
I just heard Jack say that he wasn’t making 
good on his new job.” 

“Oh, the other girl replied flip- 
pantly, ‘ 

And that was just it. 
been timid and retiring. I simply couldn’t 
converse. I had no “small talk.” My best 
efforts consisted of a bunch of stupid 
banalities and commonplace remarks. When 
| was alone I would plan a lot of wonderful 
things to say, but when I got out in company 
my tongue would seem to freeze to my mouth. 
And worst of all the same trouble was affecting 
my business success. 

And then 
easy method 
talker—an_ easy 


said one of 
to open his 


well, 
‘Maybe the cat has his tongue! 


All my life I had 


suddenly I discovered a new 
which made me into a good 
versatile conversationalist 

almost over night. I learned how to say 
just the right words at the right time, 
‘how to win and hold the attention of those 
around me, how to express my thoughts 
simply and clearly, yet in a_ pleasing, 
interesting and amusing way. My self- 
consciousness began to vanish. Soon | 
had won salary increases, promotion, 


popularity, power—for I found that easy 
fluent speech was as necessary for business 
success as for social popularity. Today 
I always have a ready flow of speech at my 
command. I dm able to rise to any occasion, 
to meet any emergency with just the 
right words. And I accomplished all this 
by developing the natural power of speech 
possessed by everyone, but cultivated by 
so few. 
* * 

There is no magic, no trick, no mystery 
about becoming a powerful and convincing 
speaker—a brilliant, easy, fluent conver- 
sationalist. You, too, can conquer timidity, 
stage fright, self-consciousness and bash- 
fulness, winning advancement in salary, 
popularity, social standing and success. 
Today business demands for the big, 
important high-salaried jobs, men who can 
dominate others—men who can make others 
do as they wish. It is the power of forceful, 
convincing speech that causes one man to 
jump from obscurity to the presidency of 
a great’corporation. Another froma 


small, unimportant territory to a * 


salesmanager’s desk. Another 


from the rank and file of political 
workers to a post of national 
importance as a campaign speaker, a timid, 
retiring, self-conscious man to change almost 


overnight into a popular and much ap 


plauded after-dinner speaker. Thousands 


have accomplished just such amazing things 


through this simple, easy, yet effective 


training. 
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Jorn 


Min, 


FREE Book Gives Full Details 


This new method of training is fully 
described in a very interesting and informa- 
tive booklet which is now being sent to every- 
one mailing the request blank. This. book 
is called, How to Work Wonders With 
Words. \n it you are shown how to conquer 
stage fright, self-consciousness, timidity, 
bashfulness and fear—those things that keep 
you silent while men of lesser ability get 
what they want by the sheer power of con- 
vincing speech. You are told how to bring 
out and develop your priceless “hidden 
knack” — the natural ms within you — 
which will win for you advancement in 
position, and salary, popularity, social 
standing, power and real success. You can 
obtain your copy absolutely free by writing 
at once. Just mail the request blank. 


NORTH AMERICAN 
INSTITUTE 
y 3601 Michigan Ave., 
Dept. 3184, Chicago, III. 


NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE, 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 31584 
Chicago, Illinois 


Please send me FREF 
| gation my copy of your 
Work Wonders With Words 


without obli- 
book, Hou 


and 
famous 


ose 


The author as she 
did NOT dress 
in Egypt. 


MARY ROBERTS 
RINEHART 


The First of a Series in which 
We SEE The 
(olor of the East delightfully 
through the eyes of a 


Favorite Novelist 


Mrs. Rinehart is in famous company 


in April CosMopoLITAN. 
Begin it in APRIL 


James Ottver Curwoov E, BARRINGTON 
Fannie Hurst KaTHLEEN Norris 
Wa. J. Locke H. C. Witwer Hearst S International 
Irvin S. Coss Rex Beacu 
Georce Weston KATHARINE N. Burr 


and others COSMOPOLITAN 


ON SALE AT ALL NEWSSTANDS MARCH 10th 
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BWCOOKE 


WORLDS BIGGE 
NEEDS YO 


ty slim pay for any man, when Five Ti (— 
Million Dollars are paid in th 
gest Business year to. ne World’ 3 

iv: or upk re; 
Pea PRATNED 4 


bad 


tti—from $33 a 
to 
ain 
4 after Pick the right ng 


Tock its were alag 
ter enrol ing IN AWEER, That's the bind 
QUICK and BIG RESULTS You want! 


INCREASE: 
You F 
BW COOKE Aur NING‘ 


rn UTO TRAM and Siemens and dozens 
¢ you proof, smas peost, of can belp you too, because bun- 

ises come udes 0! . 
£10,000 lesson on the word QUICK, I'll tell yon whet 


as Ido it.” My book is daring but honest ang 


That no where else can you this traini: shows 

such astonishing and EMENDoUS IN PAY. 
tose about QUICK TRAINING in the 

antic Auto Business, where tremendous sums are paid men, make 

ing such astonishing Quick and Wonderful Big Results so plentiful, ip fe first tow weeks of 

of slow in the siow professions, 


IGIVE YOU :: | ‘Qui ofp” 1S THE 


‘BIG OUTFITS 
> INCLUDED pine 
FREE A 
of extra read my book, There’ eamic y ke $1,000 SLOW, in gay 
Not enough room on ON “though, why I DO eet auch FAILURE: To make $1,000 “QUICK 
this page to properly RE SU pie oF 80 many it ie means SUCCESS. HOW QUICK is the pominating. 
show you the 4 won- ‘what tre all important word that is the Epther of the 

derful Big Outfits I need, BO Success, Get my QUICK ‘ourse my Trai: 
am including free of or OL — FDUC ATED or” or fncludes ALL ELEC TRICAL LL MEC HANICAL = 
EDUCATED, EXPL WELDING, | BRAZING, VULCANIZING—it's complete. 
clues Toots Foot ‘A DA Of course, ou_ LIFE-TIME CONSULTATION SER. 


VICE and 4 Bie "OU IFITS and EMPLOYMENT SERVICE— 
but on top of all this, I_give you a valuable Business Course— 

lesmanship, Advertising, Bookkeepi Buyi verything. The 
best of Auto Engineers on my Pay ~-% help me belp you, with back- 
ing of Auto Industry makes all this possib 


GO INTO BUSINESS 


My Free Book “AUTO FACTS” shows how I've put man after man fn the 
Auto Business for himself, QUICK weeks 

azing rewards are everywhere for a as D MY WAY, 
their own Bosses—own t own Very little cophtal 
needed to start. 


ONE MILLION AUTO 
EXPERTS BADLY NEEDED 


Over a million trained men are needed, it is predict- 
ed, to replace “tinkerers’’ and untrained “guessers’ 
within next two years. Farms, Villages, Cities in every 
Country offer BIG MONEY opportunities QUICK. 
Stay Home, Keep your job—I'll show you the way to 
fatten your present pay right away, in the earlicst 
weeks of your training, Hundreds virtually A my 

training for nothing. See all this in my Big 


JOBS 

TO THE GOOD 

ALL YOUR LIFE, My Employment Department serves you as 
often and as long as you want a good job and absolutely at no extra 

cost. Our fine Automotive Magazine “POPULAR AUTOMO. 

TIVE NEWS'"’—is also sent you free of extra cost, 

Get My Free Book. I Train You In Your 

Spare Time, At Home 


No other school has ever dared to urge you to look at their Quick Re- 
sults, as I have. I want you to have SINCERE FACTS, Act Quiet and 


Se., 


ir- 


B. W. COOKE, _ Directing Engineer fre 
Chicago Motor Training Corporation 

1916 Sunnyside Ave., 437 


Send me your Pree Bosk “AUTO FACTS Tt I'll send Free my remarkable Book “Auto Pacts) which has helped so 

TO EXPERT, al aie QUICK RAISE, and BiG PAY many thousands euch way. Seem y as your 

new 4 Outfits Offer. It i fe understood that this obligates tes me pod Judgment tells ACT. “ACTION Oak S DREAMS 
CoM TRUE QUIC coupon. 


in no way, and that no salesman will call on me, 


DIRECTING 
B. W. COOKE, Encineer 
CHICAGO —— TRAINING CORPORATION 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 437 Chicago 


Name, 
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I can help place hundreds of men in 
fine Electrical jobs at salaries from 
$60 to $125 a week. They need not 
be high school graduates (the grades 
will do) but they must be willing to 
devote part of their spare time to 
learning Electrical principles and 
practice by a new Job-Method built by 23 lead- 
ing Electrical Engineers, and simplified for home- 
study. 3 Lessons sent you absolutely Free to prove how 
interesting and easy and valuable this instruction has 
yw been made, 


| 


NOTED 


3 Engineers / 


This is not a one-man, one- 
idea school. 22 famous en- 
ineers and executives of 
fh he following corporations 
and universities helped me 
make Dunlap-training most 
complete and up-to-date: 
General Electric Co. 
Commonwealth Edison Co,’ 
ker -Wheeler Co. 
Cutler-Hammer Mfg. 


Aunniest tory” 


As Told by 
SMART SET Readers 


E. K., 

Santa Ana, Calif. 
OTHER,” cried little Mary, as she 
rushed into the farm-house they 


were visiting, “Johnny wants the listerine! 
He's just caught the cutest little black and 


white animal, and he thinks it’s got 
halitosis.” 

H. R., 
Provid e, R. L 

OLORED boy: “Pap, ah needs a new 

pair o’ shoes,” 
Pap: “Ah can’t buy shoes all de time. 


Dem ain't so bad, is dey?” 

Colored boy: “Dey sho is. De soles is 
so thin dat ah can step on a dime and tell 
if its heads or tails.” 


* * * * 


Northport, Mich. 
WO Scotchmen were riding on a train. 
They were both heavy smokers. The 
first Scot said to the other: 
“Have you a match?” 
The second Scot handed him a match. 
The first Scot feeling around his pockets 
said, “By George! | ’t find my to- 
bacco.” 
The second Scot holding out his hand 


Columbia University 
Massachusetts Institute 
of Technology 
Lehigh University 

University of Vermo 


AND MANY OTHERS 


PROOF! 
that we place men 
in Jobs 


tract with you: 


Aa A MILLION DOLLAR INSTITUTION stands back 
of this agreement to PREPARE you to fill a well- 

é paid Electrical job and then to help you FIND THE 
JOB —or to refund the small amount charged for your 
training! Here is your opportunity to get out of the 
class of under-paid, money-worried men, always out of 
a job or afraid of losing one. To step into the rank of 
men who are paid Big Salaries for what they KNOW, 
instead of receiving starvation wages for what they 
DO! Get details of this wonderful opportunity today! 


Costly Electrical 
Outfits Given! 


I send you absolutely without extra cost, as a part 
of this training, 4 costly outfits of standard size 
tools and materials, so you learn Electricity BY 
DOING actual Electrical jobs. One of these 
outfits is a $10 Electric Motor—a real 
motor and generator, the same type 
as the big fellows in a power plant. 
I send it to you “knockdown” and 
have you wind the field and arma- 
ture and assemble it. Thats the way 
I teach every branch of Electricity! 

House-wiring outfit, etc., included. 


3£lectrical Lessons Free! 


Chief Engineer A ore Electrical Division 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. £4251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Ch 
Send me your combination TRAIN ING -AND- 
JOB offer, 3 Free Electrical Lessons, facts 
about the opportunities in Electricity, etc. 


“I received your letter today and 
hurried immediately to the ine 
Electric Company, with the result 
that I got the position.” 

OHN ALMQUIST, DL 
Loulsiana it Service Co. 
Now Iberia, La. 

“Under your caption G-045 you 
have a construction superintend- 
ent whom we @ ht be interested 
ill you please put 
him in touch with us, or give us 
all necessary information regarding 
his character and qualifications! 
J. G. DIX, President. 
“T have just received a notifica- 
tion from the Commonwealth Edi- 
son Co. employment department to 
Start to work in their ofal'to you 
station. I am very —~ ul to you 
ou gave 


for this hel 
JEROME OVERHOET. 


Get my job and 
raise offer quick 


If you have reached the point where you realize YOU 
MUST train and specialize to get anywhere, write me 
immediately! I will show you the wonderful opportuni- 
ties, the enormous salaries, the many openings waiting 
in this billion dollar industry. I will tell you how I offer 
a new combination Training-and-Job Service, which is 
practically a guarantee of your success. Mail coupon and 
get 3 Free Electrical Lessons and complete information. 


Chief Engineer Dunlap, Electrical Division 


said, “Well, you won't be needin’ the match 
then.” 


D. 
Roberts, Ill. 
OP: “Why didn’t you stop when I 
called to you back there?” 
Driver: (With great presence of mind) 


“I thought you said ‘Hello, Senator’.” 

Cop: “Well, you see, Senator, I was 
going to warn you about going too fast 
in the next town.” 


** * 
Victoria, Canada. 
UMMY, what’s that statue in the 


bathroom ?” 
“Hush, dear; that’s the plumber.” 


* * * 


M. K., 
Donora, Penn. 
AVE you any complaint to make?” 


asked the prison visitor. 
“Yes, I have,” replied the life convict. 
“There ain't nearly enough exits from this 
place.” 


¢ 


R. K,, 
Santa Ana, Calif. 


HE parson was trying to illustrate to 


the class of small boys what was 
meant by moral courage. 
“Supposing,” he said, “twelve boys were 


and one said his 


sleeping in a dormitory 
moral courage.” 


That would be 


prayers. 
“Now,” he went on, “can anyone give 
me an example?” 
“Yes,” answered the lad in the back 


“If twelve clergymen were sleeping 
in a dormitory and one didn’t say his 
prayers, that would be moral courage.” 


Get Ready— | My 
‘ | QUICK! Fora 
Big-pay JOB in 
acliually, | 
Lo prove You Cal | 
Tearn at home | 
in spare | 
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an Small picture shows Bed Davenport 
ready for use a8.a Full Size Bed 


Days’ Free Tria 


will last many years. The advantages of the Bed Davenport 
are many: you are always ready for the unexpected 
You can now have friends stay overnight whom you could not 
accommodate before. Or, here is the extra bedroom that the 
family has long needed. The Complete Suite will be sent any- 
where on 30 Days’ Free Home Trial. 


Sale Price $59.95 


Easy Monthly Payments 


It will pay = to own this Double-Service, Bed Davenport 
Suite. By day it is a Comfortable Living Room Suite. By 
night, it is easily transformed into a cozy bedroom. The 
Colonial — of these pieces is most attractive; you will be 
delighted with the high-quality upholstery. The superior ma- 
terials and honest construction are assurance that this suite 


If you are not con- 
vineed that this is reg- 
ular $75 Value you may 
Return the Suite 


These three Pieces are and Comfortable. They are built of solid 
oak finished Golden, or of hardwood, Mahogany finish, and are air-sea- 
soned and kiln-dried. The frames are Sturdy and Massive, with handsome 
Scrolls on posts. The seats and backs are covered with Brown Spanish 
Artificial Leather that will give enduring service. Seats are “Non-Sag” 
construction, with oil tempered coil spring supports, covered with sani- 
tary, resilient upholstering materials, Size of bed section is 72 x 48 inches; length over 
all is 57 inches, Width of front posts and arms is 34 inches, Rocker and Chair are Roomy 
and Comfortable; they are 20 inches wide between arms, and arms are 3 inches wide, 
These 2 pieces have the same quality-construction, design and finish as the Davenport. 
No matter where you live you can use this splendid Bed Davenport suite for 30 
Days. If at the end of the trial period your satisfaction is not complete; if you 
are not convinced that these 3 pieccos are regular $75 value, you may return 
them. I will refund your first payment and all freight charges. The trial will 
not cost you a penny. Remember you have your choi finishes, Highly 
Glossed Golden Oak, or Highly Polished Ma- 
hogany. Be sure to state your choice. Order 
No. TA4245. Sale Price $59.95. Terms $1.00 


with Order, $4.00 Monthly. 
»>Spear & Ps. 


Home Furnishers for the People of America 


President 


Davenport 
converted 
into a Large 
‘\ Comforta 
Bed 


Spear & Co. 


est. 


D. 

Wall 

rate —The Davenport is espe- 
cially desirable for Medium 
si: homes, When closed it 
takes up only 57 inches wall 
space; yet when open it makes 
a very comfortable bed for two 
people, It is easy to operate—opens with one easy motion. You 
do not sleep on the upholstery, but on a separate and comfort- 
able bed-spring built into the Davenport; there are 2 sets of 
springs, one in seat, the other in the section, Bedding re- 
mains in position within the Davenport, when it is closed, 


Don't buy Anything Anywhere until you see my Big Free Book. Shows] 

Thousands of Bargains in Furniture and Everything forthe Home. My 

Prices are the Lowest. | give the oy oe Time to Pay and a Money] 

Back Bond with Everything. Send for Big Free Book Today. 

@ SPEAR & CO., Dept.S-804 Pittsburgh, Pa. 

@ Send me at once the complete 3-piece Davenport Suite as described 
yn is $1 first payme It is understood that if at the end of the 30 o 

Siam watiafhed. I will send you $4.00monthly. Order No. TA4245. Price $69 
remains with you until paid in full. Send me your Big Free Catalog also. 

* Please print or write name and address pia 

rt if you want Golden Oak put an X in this () 

you want Mahogany put an X in this 


@ Name.......... 


2. F. D., Box No. or Street and No 


State 
. if your shipping point is different trom your post office fill in line below 


g@ Send Shipment to 


above. 
* trial 
. Title 


pen, | 
a 
id ) 
was 
| 
er” 
ict 
thi 
wa 
ere 
ach 
hi name and adarées plainly on the above 


(): of the most picturesque figures 


in the country life of America is 

the tin peddler. From farm to 
farm and village to village he drives, 
buying rags, iron, bottles, junk, and 
giving in return shiny new tin and 
aluminum pans and kettles. 

Years ago he drove a horse; now he 
finds a motorcar more efficient. But the 
romance is the same when he swings back 
the doors and the sun glints on the shiny 
new utensils. 

He wasn’t so much of a worker as he 
was a man of the world, traveling through 
the countryside, carrying news from one 
home to another as he went. But he 
carried the romantic glamor of far places 
with him always as he traded new 
things for old. 

Life is like that. It picks up broken 
threads and weaves romance of the 
strands. It picks up the rags the TIN 
PEDDLER has gathered and brings 
them back as shining white paper, bear- 
ing tales of romance and adventure. 


HE lure of the open road has always 

been strong in American hearts, lead- 
ing them to break new trails through the 
wilderness; leaving the old for the new, 
over and over again. 

So our cities have risen above the 
prairies; bridges have spanned rivers; 
railroads have replaced the wagon trains 
trekking westward. 


Peddlers 


AN EDITORIAL 


. 


And this is true of our habits of life 
as well. Jazz has replaced ragtime within 
the last few years. Sooner or later music 
of a gentler sort will replace jazz. 


Styles have changed so as to be more 
comfortable. The movies have replaced 
the traveling actors in the smaller centers 
of population. 


HUS the cycle of life continues, un- 
wavering and unbroken. Its speed 
never varies. If it were not for the new 
thoughts which enter to replace the old, 
we should be unable to bear the monotony. 


But these new thoughts make the wheel 
turn—not like the flywheel of an engine, 
but rather like the fantastic fireworks we 
call pin-wheels shooting sparks and flame 
as they revolve. 


But new thoughts do come—and new 
ideals—and new drawbacks. They make 
for progress, of course. Every time we 
overcome a difficulty we grow a little. 

Dare to do new things and the world 
will laugh at you. Accomplish your pur- 
pose and it will honor you. Reap your 
just reward as a pioneer and it will envy 
you and perhaps call names—but by this 
time you will have grown too big to 
resent it. 

So the cycle of history turns, steadily, 
unceasingly, trading old thoughts for new, 
sowing, reaping, gathering the harvest of 
progress. 
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a Magnetic Personality 
~5 Days FREE Proof! 


O matter how lacking you are ir 
4 qualities of leadership, no mat- 
ter how colorless, timid, unsuccess- 
ful and discouraged you may be, I 
GUARANTEE to so magnetize your 
personality that your whole life will 
be completely transformed! 

I can give you poise that banishes 
self-consciousness, 
charm that makes 
you irresistibly popu- 
lar, personal power 
that will indelibly in- 
fluence the minds of 
others and amaze 
your friends. 

I'll make you a fas- 
cinating force in social 
life, a powerful, dy- 
namic, commanding 
figure in your profes- 
sion. You'll become 
more popular, more 
prosperous, more 
gloriously successful 
than youever 
dreamed possible! 

Let me send you 
the proof—absolutely 
free! If within 5 days 


irresistibly? 
strange, 
that awakens 


one can resist? 


What Is Sex 
Magnetism? 


What is that magnetic, power- 
ful influence that draws one 
man to one womaen—forever 
What 

never-failing 
love? 
is it, in man or woman, that 
seems to draw and fas-inate 
—the hypnotic power that no 


You have it. 
it. But do you use it? 


personal force, released and magni- 
fied a hundred fold in an amazingly 
clear-as-crystal, scientific way! More 
necessary than good looks. More 
valuable than money. For without 
it a salesman is handcuffed! With- 
out it a business man is powerless to 
command! No actor, no teacher, no 
orator, no statesman 
can long hold his au- 
dience spellbound 
without this supreme- 
ly influential mag- 
netic force! 

Personal Magnet- 
ism! How easy to 
release it! How won- 
derful its results! No 
long study or inconve- 
nience. Not the slight- 
est self-denial. Just a 
simple, clear, age-old 
principle that taps the 
vast thought and 
power resources with- 
in you, releases the 
full sweep of your 
magnetic _potentiali- 
ties and makes you al- 
most a new person 


is that 
epark 
What 


Everyone has 


you do not experience 
a decided change in 
your personality, if you do not find 
yourself making new friends with 
ease, if you do not discover yourself 
already on the way to social popu- 
larity, business success and personal 
leadership—just say so. Tell me my 
principle of personal magnetism can’t 
do every single thing that I said it 
would do. And you won’t owe me 
ene penny! 


What Is Personal Magnetism? 

What is this marvelous force that 
raises the sick to glowing, vibrant 
health, the timid to a new confident 
personality, the unsuccessful to posi- 
tions of wealth and astonishing 
power? 

You have it—everyone has it— 
but not one person in a thousand knows 
how to use it! It is not a fad nora 
theory. It is simply you, yourself— 
your manner—your own marvelous 


from what you were 
before! 

Personal Magnetism is not hypno- 
tism. Hypnotism deadens. Mag- 
netism awakens, inspires, uplifts. 
Personal Magnetism is not electric- 
ity. It is like electricity in one way 
—while you cannot see it, you can 
observe its startling effects. For the 
moment you release your Personal 
Magnetism you feel a new surge of 
power within you. You lose all fear. 
You gain complete self-confidence. 
You become almost over night the 
confident, dominant, successful per- 
sonality you were intended to be— 
so fascinating that people are drawn 
to you as irresistibly as steel is drawn 
to a magnet! 


The Facts Are Free 


The fundamental principles of Personal 
Magnetism have been put into an extra 
large volume under the title of “The Culti- 
vation of Personal Magnetism.” It is bound 
ein beautiful dark burgundy, with the title 
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gold embossed. Its scope is as broad as life 
itself. - “Fires of Magnetism,” “Sex In- 
fluences,” “The Magnetic Voice,” “Physical 
Magnetism,” “The Magnetic Eye,” “The 
Road to Power” and “The Winning Per- 
sonality” are only a few of the subjects 
covered in this amazing book. A magnifi- 
cent book that tells you just how to culti- 
vate the magnetic influence of your nature. 

You can sway and 
control others. You 
cam command success. 
You can _ influence 
people to do the things 
you want them to do. 
Through this amazing 
book you gain the key 
to a magnetic person- 
ality in 5 days—or 
you don’t pay one 
penny. That is my 
free offer to you! 


Send Coupon 
Today 


You must see this 
wonderful volume— 
examine it—let it in- 
fluence indelibly your 
own personality. You 
send no money with 
the coupon—you pay 
no C.O. D. You get 
the book first. If you 
aren’t stirred and de- 
lighted in the 5 day 
period, return it and 
it costs you nothing. 
Otherwise keep it as 
your own and remit 
$3 in full payment. 
You are the sole 
judge. You do not pay unless you are ab- 
solutely delighted. And then only $3. 

You simply can’t delay. Clip and mail 
the coupon NOW. 


What Others 
Say! 

“Has been worth 
ten thousand dollars 
a year. 

“I am indebted to 


“All I have I owe 
to my daily habit of 
studying Shaftes- 


“The Personal 
Magnetism books 
have raised me from 
poverty to my pres- 
ent position.” 

“There is nothing 
better.” 

“I would not part 
with them for any 
sum of money.” 

“One of the great- 
est books I have ever 
seen—the greatest in 
existence.” 

“Made me a suc- 
cess —financially, so- 
cially and morally.” 

“I would not give 
up what Shaftesbury 
has taught me for 
$100,000.” 


Ralston University Press 
MERIDEN, CONN. 
Dept. 75-H 


RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS, 

Dept. 75-H, Meriden, Conn. 

All right—I’ll be the judge. You may send me the 
volume “Cultivation of Personal Magnetism” for 
5 days FREE EXAMINATION in my home. Within 
the 5 days I will either remit the special low price of 
only $3.00 or return the book without cost or obli- 
gation. 


Name 


Address 


4 | 
ul 


The April Prize Contest 


N PAGE 39 you will find the re- 

sults of the first contest in this 

series, together with the five prize- 
winning letters. Next month we will 
publish the winners of the second 
contest. 


But right now I want you to think 
about this one. Look at the picture on 
page 25. Doesn’t it make you re- 
member something which has slipped 
away during the passing years? 


Try to go back over your life in your 
mind. Let the years passin review. It 
will help you to get a perspective and 
make your letter easier to write. 


In Elinor Glyn’s article on page 72 
she talks about two kinds of girls. 
Read it. I’d love to know what you 
think of her philosophy. 


And then—after clearing your mind 
of business and trouble write to me 
and tell me as simply as you know: 


““How I Regained My Wife’s Love.” 


HESE contests have started a great 

deal of discussion and I want you men 
to take part in it. Everytime we actu- 
ally get down to brass tacks on a prob- 
lem we find a way to solve it, and I 
want you each to contribute what you 
can. 


You need not be an able writer. I 
want your own straightforward story— 
not a story exactly, if that makes it seem 


hard, but a personal letter to me. Tell 


me, as your friend, just how it all hap- 
pened. Your letter may be the means 
of helping others. You would be sur- 
prised to know the number of letters I 
get from SMART SET readers who tell me 
what the reading of someone else’s 
“little drama” means to them. 


Here are the important points of 
the contest: 


We will give $100 for the best 
letter of not more than five hun- 
dred words on the subject, “How 
I Won Back My Wife’s Love,” and 
$50 each for the four next best 
letters. 


Write only on one side of the 
paper. If you use a typewriter, 
double space your lines. 


Address the letters care of the 
Contest Editor. 


Letters found unavailable will 
not be returned. 


Contest closes March 15th. 
The editors will be the judges. 


We want to get the people to talking 
and thinking about themselves and their 
responsibilities. Unless we do think 
about such things and do our best to 
make the world a better place to live in, 
I’m afraid nobody will—because we are 
the folks who live in it. 


Sit down now, while you feel in the 
mood, and write that letter. 
—THE EDITOR, 
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Own Typewriter 


A Bargain You Can’t Ignore! 
Try It Free, and See! 


GET YOUR typewriter now. A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want 
—‘“‘the machine you will even- 
tually buy!” Everyoneneeds 
it; now anyone can afford 
*\ it. Don’t send a cent—but 
do get our big special offer 
4 ( —our valuable book on 
typewriters and typewriting 

—free. 

You can learn to write on this standard- 
keyboard machine in one day. A week after 
the expressman has brought it, you’d feel lost 
without it. A trial will prove it—and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 


A New Plan 


Our rebuilt plan gives you the best machine 
and saves you a /ot of money. 

The Underwood is so famous a make, 
and No. 5 so popular a model, you'll have * KKK K KKK KKK KKK KK KOK 


to speak up if you want one of the lot we are 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace * 

every single worn part; each machine is in * kK KKK KKK KKK KK KK K KOK K 


sparkling condition. New typewriters are . : ial correspondence, recipes, shopping lists, house- 

commonly guaranteed for a year; we guar- have never owned a typewriter, start with the hold accounts, etc. ; school i work; literary work, etc. 

antee these completely rebuilt Underwoods finest ! One that will lastyou all your life! But. Clip coupon now! 

five years: That’s our Better-Than-New Guar- the time to act is NOW. Don’t miss out on 

antee! And we guarantee a big saving in this present bargain offer. Don’t do longer 
without the convenience of a typewriter. 


AW 
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money! 
We don’t ask for a cent now. Nor any Free Trial Offer ) 
money at all, unless you are completely won Our plan gives you the opportunity of a thor- 
if by the wonderful writing machine ough trial before you buy. You 
we ship you for an unrestricted 10- run norisk whatever. You start 
k day free trial. When you do buy, : : to pay for your typewriter after i 
This is a ? 
take advantage of our very liberal G | you have found it the one and 
oO scale of monthly payments. A host enuine only machine for you! But get 
of our patrons have paid for their UNDERWOOD the facts before this lot of ma- ' 
1, typewriters out of money . chines is all in use. Clip the in- = 
e made typing work for oth- The ace of | formation coupon before you | M . a 
| ers. (One woman made @ All Writing | turn the page. It will pay you! aul to 33 end Building, Chicago os 
thousand dollars at Machines! Note the very useful book you | Pleasesend me full offer, with Writing Man = 
home last year with will receive free! Write for full pes FREE course in Touch Typewriting. | | ‘ 
e her Underwood.) particulars at once. All without obligation; this is NOT an order! ae 
, If you know type- Get our catalog that tells how we rebuild these won- | Wome a 
writers, you know the derful Underwood typewriters in thel argest factory of | : 
re 
R, ease and speed of an Writing Manual — it gives mene cnaatiien maa 9 | P.O. ... State. | 


ples of uses for your typewriter: in business accounts, 
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A CHALLENGE 
We'll make a little wager with you that 
if you try one tube of Listerine Tooth 
Paste, you'll come back for more. 
LARGE TUBE—25 CENTS 


Do you do 
this, toor 


HEY’RE very 

strict in the police 
department at inspec- 
tion time. And this of- 
ficer’s problem used to 
be watching his coat 
collar—dandruff. 


Notany more, though, 
because now he’s learned 
a way to correct it. If 
you're troubled the same 
way you'll be glad for 
this suggestion. 


The unsightly “white coat col- 
lar” —showered with dandruff— 
is rapidly going out of style. 


And the way to correct it is a 
very simple one. Just mark down 
the following statement as a fact: 


Listerine and dandruff do not 
get along together. Try the Lis- 
terine treatment if you doubt it. 


Just apply Listerine, the safe 
antiseptic, to the scalp. Gener- 
ously; full strength. Massage it 
in vigorously for several minutes 
and enjoy that clean, tingling, 
exhilarating feeling it brings. 


After such a treatment you 
know your scalp is antiseptically 
clean. And a clean scalp usually 
means a healthy head of hair, 
free from that nuisance—and 
danger signal of baldness—dan- 
druff. 


You'll thank us for passing this 
tip along to you. It’s a new use 
for an old friend—Listerine.— 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
Saint Louis, U. S. A. 
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OBBLER. 


‘By HARRY LEE 


HE cobbler-shop is three steps 

From Neisy Strect, Manhattan Team, 
Jind there aut and thread and 
Bits of leather aad lasts and tacks, ’ 
Spectacles lem on thin old nose, 
Bent and solemn, the Cobbler sews. 
- Talkatwe customers rarely Wace 


Aa a ing 
Ow the face! 


They get mo Bint of the smile that lies, 
_ Trembting, back of the wistful eyes; 
Children only, are truly allowed 

To see it glstem, like sun from coud; 
And shoes.are- newer too raggedy old, 
if a wee ome brings them to be resoled— 
“Now let Jacky Frost try nippit’ 

Be kkes io chuckle, 

As wee ome goes! 


in the dime, still room bebind the store, 
Are thet Little Boy wore — 
that acne use, 
Aad thet the 


SET 


HERE are a number of weeds that 

grow up in every man’s soul. It 

needs constant care and attention 
to pull these weeds up and throw them 
away. 

They grow up in strong souls. That 
is, they require good soil, and their 
presence therefore is not a sign of weak- 
ness, but of strength. All the same, 
they ought to be eradicated. 


There is the weed of anger. 
Another weed is worry. 


Other weeds are irritability and intol- 
erance, supersensitiveness, resentment, 


-discourtesy, cynicism and unkindness. 


To these may be added presumption, 
carelessness, indiscretion, disloyalty, 


self-disparagement and hyper-criticism. 


It behooves everyone of us to keep 
watch over the crops growing in the 
soul, to cultivate those 


which are good and 


Own 


—and You Wont 
to Think of the 


By Dr. FRANK 


then to cut out those which are bad. 


Such a thing as freedom or liberty in 
the sense of doing as we please is irra- 
tional. We cannot trust our instincts. 
We are given our reason to criticize and 
judge our instincts, and that reason and 
intelligence must be used. 


We are not animals and we cannot 
rely upon the guidance of our feelings. 
We are men endowed with intelligence, 
and that intelligence must be used. 


HE best field for intelligent criticism 

is one’s self. A Chinese proverb says: 
“Think of your own mistakes in the 
first part of the night when you are 
awake, and think of the mistakes of 
others the latter part when you are 
asleep.” 


A man has learned much when he has 
learned to criticize himself severely. 
He will find many things within him- 
self that need pruning. Life will furnish 
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Weeds 


Have Time 
Other Fellow’ s 


| CRANE 


him many occasions 
for discipline. 


These occasions 
should not be regard- 


1 ed as hardships 
1 calamities, but as op- 
portunities for im- 
t provement. 
< Just as no good 
‘9 crop of corn can be 
raised in soil that will 
* not raise weeds, so the 
virtues cannot thrive 
r or flourish in soil that % 
will produce no vices. 


f We must struggle to 

keep down the evil in 
order that strength 
may be imparted to 
iS the good which we 
allow to grow. 
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FEVER 
—AND 

LONELY 
WHITE 


“Still thinking of romance in terms of women, eh? Well, 


you're young yet. 


One of these days you'll wake up!” 


Wanderlust 


and perhaps more hopeless victim of the restless 

plague that had driven me down into the barbaric 
mystery of Africa. The fever men call wanderlust 
burned brightly in his Latin eyes as he stood in the café’s 
doorway, sketched against the haunting dark of a Tunis 
night like a white-suited shadow. 

He was strikingly tall, measured by my own six feet ; 
rangey-shouldered ; and, bronzed by Eastern suns until 
he seemed unusually hard-fibered. His was the lean jaw 
of a man who gets what he goes after. Inexplicably, | 
sensed the approach of Adventure as he came over to me. 

“This seems to be about the only uncrowded table 
. . . Would you mind?” he asked, indicating the empty 
chair opposite me with a whip-like gesture. 

You would have welcomed him, too, if you had been 
in my place. For the man had a romantic sort of lure 
about him—such a lure as the soldier of fortune has 
for Youth. I realized, as you would have done, that 
‘he was the West, quietly confident of his acquired place 
in a sinisterly hostile East. 

“My name’; Eliot Tandy. 


| RECOGNIZED him almost instantly as an older, 


I’ve just landed from 
20 


Marseilles,” I said, half-rising and offering my hand. 

“Mine’s Boardman,” he answered, giving me his hand 
in the simple way of men who have put ceremony out 
of their lives. We sat down. 

“They have an excellent native wine here, Tandy. 
Will you split a bottle with me?” he asked, without 
raising his dreamy eyes from the menu card which was 
not the French list | had ordered from, but one written 
in Arabic. 

“Yes. A little wine might help me get rid of a creepy 
sensation I've had ever since landing in Africa 4s 

“Creepy sensation?” he repeated, his eyes roving to 
nine long enough to bring a knowing look into his 
bronze face. “Oh, you mean the idea that unseen eyes 
are always watching you 3 

“Exactly,” I cried. “How did you know?” 

“It’s a very common sensation for white men during 
their first ten years or so out here,” Boardman answered 
calmly. “I felt it myself at first.” 

“Sort of a spell, eh?” 

“That’s about what it amounts to—an ugly spell cast 
over Christians by these brown fanatics who even 
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THAT GROWS IN THE ORIENT 


suspect their own shadows in the noon blaze of the dancing girls . . . and any sort of trouble to be easily 
Sahara,” he muttered. : found hereabouts. The scorpion-eater, jigging over 

“How did you break it, old man?” cracked glass, is Africa’s confession of a savagery that 

“There’s only one way,” he mused, filling our glasses other countries try to hide—a mad ritual, manifesting the 
with the crimson wine that had arrived in a curiously nature of people who prefer the raw to veneer. But 
shaped bottle. “Just .stick around, and go half-native. that same wretch, chewing those stinging varmints as he 
Then, you’re so busy watching everybody else there's no dances, always fascinated me—always awakens the bar- 
chance to feel aware of spying eyes.” barian in me. 

Although Boardman’s voice was the caressing drawl “The dancing girls symbolize the mystery and the 
of America’s far south—possibly Texas and 
Mexico fused into speech—it carried a ring 
of authority to me above the babble of cafe 
tables. For in its lazy liquidness ran that 
casual quality of conviction which invests 
the statements of a man who knows a thing 
or two about Life and Death in strange 
corners of the earth. 


“47 OU’'VE been here a long time, I take 

it,” I said, hoping to draw the man 
out, although | knew he wasn’t the kind to 
do much talking himself. The mystery of 
who he was, and what he was, burned me 
with curiosity. 

“T came out to the East twelve years ago 
as a teakwood man. Ever since, I’ve been 
drifting between Tunis and Burma.” 

“You're an American, too, of course. 
Won't you ever go back to the States ?”’ 

Soardman shook his head slowly. 

“T was.an American once.”’ he admitted. 
“Born in Texas. My mother was a Mex- 
ican... but, I'll never go back home. 
Tandy, there’s something about these sun 
and desert countries that holds.”’ 

We ate the remainder of our dinner in 
silence, Boardman giving me the impression 
of a man who had drawn mto himself as a 
penance for the sin of talking too much. 
Having finished the first bottle of wine with 
our meal, I asked him to order one on ime. 
The stuff was very heady, and had brought 
a warm glow to my blood, and an increasing 
desire for Boardman’s company on my first 
night in Africa. 

“What's there to be done in Tunis after 
dark ?” I asked over the first glass from our 
new bottle. 

Boardman raised his eyebrows and pursed 
his refined lips, which were 
those of the lonely wanderer, 
before answering. I felt that 
he was looking right through 
me. 
“Tandy, you didn’t come 
here for curios, or to go bar- 
gain hunting in the bazaars. 
The same kind of fever that 
brought me here long ago, and 
again today, brought you. 
We're both the kind that burn 
while we stand still. That's 
why there are only three things 
for us to do in Tunis 

“And those things?” I cut 
in eagerly 
“The scorpion-eater .. . the Her eyes were no longer aflame wth the hurbary of Africa 
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‘savagery of women whose blood has become impassioned 
by the heat of desert suns. They dramatize Africa for 
me,” he finished, his voice having risen to a fiery 
crescendo, as if this subject actually aroused him. 

“Some of these girls are beautiful, and quite interest- 
ing, aren’t they?” I questioned. The dancing girls of 
Africa had always suggested romance that white men 
never find in their own conventional countries. 

“Their mad dancing interests me, Tandy. Not their 
sex. I stopped thinking of women romantically years 
ago. So will you, if the East holds you long enough. 
Girls and women serve certain purposes, here in the 
Orient. We—well, blunt- 
ly speaking, the East is 
teo busy with other things 
to stop and go through the 
pretty gestures of love- 
making. Women do not 
expect it.” 


“TD UT, what's Life all 
about unless there's 
some romance?” I inter- 
rupted, unable to compre- 
hend how a white man of 
my own country could 
think of women in the 
raw Eastern fashion. 

“Romance?” re- 
peated, knitting his black 
brows as if the word had 
a different meaning in his 
vocabulary —a meaning 
that would be difficult ex- 
plaining to me. “Tandy, 
you're ten years younger 
than I. To you, romance 
still means falling in love 
and courting. That’s only 
a sentimental and passing 
phase of it. Lasting 
romance is to be found in 
ways other than love- 
making.” 

“T don't think I get the 
point,” I admitted, empty- 
ing my glass. 

“There's lots of romance 
in the streets of Tunis . . . 
in the desert . . . in the 
shadows of the Burma 
Hills. Romance without 
any women or girls mixed 
up in it! It’s the romance 
of mystery; of intrigue ; 
of savagery; of secret 
conflict ; and of adventure 
in ambush. You can read 
a girl into all this setting 
of the romantic if you 
must. But, as for me, I’ve 
gotten over viewing wo- 
men romantically. That's 
the way it goes out here,” 
he concluded, draining his 
own glass. ; 

Boardman must mean,:I thought, that women didn’t 
interest him as particular persons of another sex. He 
merely looked upon them as the Orient did—as some- 
thing for the pleasure and convenience of men. Perhaps, 
living in the East so long was responsible for his 
viewpoint. But, as I studied his feverish eyes, I felt 


certain that their glow was only the fire ot wanaeriust, 
and that he had never really dreamed of women as | 
had done. 

“Shall we take a shot at some of these things—the 
scorpion-eaters, the dancing girls, and maybe some 
trouble?” I asked when we paid our check. 

“Suits me, Tandy.” 

We went out of the café, and stood in the threshold 
long enough to light our cigarettes. Then, Boardman 
leading, we sauntered down the narrow street that twisted 
away from the café like a shallow canyon winding 
deviously into the very heart of .\frica. 


All the mysterious passion that is born in those vast, 
uncharted sand-seas that brood to the south and west of 
Tunis, seemed to impregnate the night with a white 
heat. I could not see the flames of this passion, because 
they blended invisibly into the ivory moonlight. How- 
ever, I could feel their breath hot upon my face and 
hands, and kindling a strange conflagration inside of 
me when I inhaled. 


: 


Spectral shadows enshrouded the white houses. They 
were deeper and darker than mere night mist, and yet 
they seemed to have no substance. 1| thought of them 
as awe-inspiring veils that the past had flung over the 
present, veils which at first suggested transparency only 
to lure eyes as does the desert mirage. 

In and out of these baffling shadows that were both 
black and white, drifted sheeted and hooded Arab 
forms. They made me think of ghosts bent on 
clandestine errands from their tombs. A 
graveyard stillness lay over the night, and 
yet its passion-laden spaces throbbed 


‘Expect 

help you at 

three!”’ I whis- 
pered. 


and thrummed with barbaric noise which I only thought 
| heard until we turned into another curving street and 
the sound of tom-toms reached me from the distance. 
My pulse began to drum in rhythm with the tattoo tha: 
became lost at times under the shrill wails of the 
hautboys—the desert’s screeching instruments.  In- 
stinctively, | quickened my pace as a man does who 
suddenly finds himself on the way to a fire. But, 

Boardman checked my impulsive steps : 
“This is the street of the dancing girls 
and the scorpion-eaters,” he said casually 
enough. “See the lights down the line 
. those points of orange flame 
spurting up and down like crazy 

stars?” 

“Yes,” I answered, wondering 
if Boardman had felt the passion 
of Africa burning him on his 
first night in the country. But, 
of course, he must have. The 
white heat of the thing was in- 
escapable, I told myself. 

“Those are the houses of the 
Ouled Nails. They're annoying 
enough to men who ignore them 
in passing. But, if they saw you 
showing any enthusiasm for 
what goes on in this street, 
they’d pull you up to their bal- 
conies by force. There’s one 
thing you’ve got to remember 
about visiting these places: Don't 
show any interest. Strangely 
enough, it works just the opposite 
way with the dancing girls. They 
dance themselves into frenzy to 
arouse you. The more indiffer- 
ent, the madder they dance. 
Understand ?” 


HE clamor of the tom-toms 

had mounted as Boardnian 
was talking, and the blasts of the 
hauthoys had become shriller and 
more insistent than the reedy 
voice of the desert in a sand- 
storm. Now, as the orange 
lamps of the Ouleds flared in - 
our faces, and brushed 
against the sheeted and uni- 
formed humanity swarming in 
the streets, all the savagery that 
the passion of Africa arouses 
leaped like flame in my white 
man’s heart, becoming a liquid 
fire in my veins that burned 
away the pretty pretenses of my 
civilization. 


“Where the 


dancing 
girls?” I demanded impulsively, 
my question carrying to Board- 
man above the solicitations of 


are 


women whose painted faces 
leered at us from tiny balconies : 
above the jargon of tongues in 
the street ; above the sharp cries 
of sand-diviner who was 
shouting his ability to read our 
lives. 

My 
swift, 


companion gave me a 
[Turn to page 88] 
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The fragrance 
of arbutus, 


recall every- 
thing! 


lhe 


in early May as I went about the grubby task of 
picking dandelion greens for the aunt whom | 
was visiting just then in her little Maine village. Nor 
was | the only one whom the sweet May day had wooed 
to linger a little while in its embrace. Near me toiled 
an old, old village woman, prim and spotless in her 
starched gingham dress, her face as happy and gutileless 
as that of a child, her whole bearing one of sincere 
respectability. 
Suddenly, down in the village, a bell cut the air with 
a solemm stab of sound. Its note of lingering sadness 
died, was born again. Very slowly, very sadly, with an 
unutterable finality in its ring, the bell continued to toll. 
“Ma-an that is bor-rn of wo-man!” it rang. “Ma-an 
that 1s bor-rn of wo-man!” 
“The passing-bell!” said the aged woman, in a matter- 
of-fact way. “Then old Grandpop Cowan is gone at 
last. Eighty-one, eighty-two, eighty-three—that’s 


4 NHE air was fragrant with arbutus that afternoon 


The Village 
Might Have 
Been Kinder 
to Mary if 
She Had Been 
Ashamed of 
Herself, but 
Pride 15 a 
Mighty Feeling 


Sometimes 


Grandpop Cowan, sure enough,” she said, finally. 

“The passing-bell?” I was surprised. “They still 
keep up that custom here?” 

“This village doesn’t change,” said the old woman. 
“Yes, they still ring the passing-bell—except for suicides 
and murderers and illegitimate children.” She added, 
more to herself than to me, “It always make me think 
of Mary Macomber.” 

The last note died reluctantly, as if the bell shared 
the unwillingness of even the very old or the very ill 
to be done with life. But after a moment she began 
to speak. 


* * * * * * * 


1 mind me, ‘twas ringing, the passing-bell, that August’ 


afternoon that Mary Macomber set out to keep her 
tryst with David Blair. It was ringing for—lI cant 
rightly say. Grandma Murlie, maybe, or was it old 
Cap’n Greeley? It’s clean gone out of my mind, though 


ag 
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it wasn't more than sixty years ago, I'm quite sure. 

But I'm sure it was ringing,.anyhow, for I mind that 
Mary Macomber had to stop right there in the dust 
where she was, and bend her head, and say a prayer 
for the passing spirit, as long as the bell kept ringing. 
She was afraid that she'd be late, and David was a one 
to get a temper when she was late, but she had to stop 
and do that. It meant a lot to Mary, you see, the pass- 
ing-bell did. All her life she’d been brought up to 
respect it. She remembered how it had comforted her, 
a little sobbing young-un of eight, when she'd listened 
to it as she stood by her mother’s grave. It had been a 
clear autumn day, one of those days when sound carries 
far, and a bell down the valley had taken up the sound. 
It had seemed to Mary, holding back her sobs to hear, 
that maybe bells all over the world were ringing to let 
folks know that her mother had gone to heaven. So 
she waited now. 

“Davie won't be cross when I tell him!” she thought. 


HE minute the bell stopped ringing, though, she 

sprang forward, as if released by a spring. Out- 
side the village, where there was no danger that anyone 
would see her, she began to run. Her breath was coming 
in gasps, and the red flamed out in her cheeks, time she 
got to the old maple tree. 

It stood, that old maple tree, where the outskirts of 
the village ended, and just before the fields began, back 
from the road, on the edge of the brook, with a deep, 
leafy screen between it and the world. The 
young folks used to use it for a trysting 
place—do yet, more’n like. It must have 
heard a lot, that old tree, the light-hearted 
chatter of young things, the vows of love, 
and sometimes, maybe, the silence of 
despair. It was right there by the old 
maple tree, as they had searched for ar- 
butus in the early days of spring—just 
such another day as this—that Mary 
Macomber had first loved David Blair. 
| know one thing—all her life a whiff of 
arbutus could bring it back to her, that 
first moment when she had known she 
loved him. 

Heard of the Blairs, have you? Yes, 
they still live here, but they’re not as rich 
as they used to be. Davie was the only 
son of the rich man of the village, the 
owner of the big cloth mill, and Mary 
Macomber was only the daughter 
of a long line of old sea-dogs. It 
seemed to Mary a miracle that he 
should pay any attention to her. 


I can see him now, the way he looked at Mary that day 


I can see him now, the way he looked to Mary that 
day—sprawled on the grass with a frown on his face, 
young and handsome and big and dark. 

“I’m sorry, Davie!’ Mary gasped, all out of breath, 
as she dropped down on the grass beside him. 

“You ought to be!” he told her sulkily. “You know 
I haven't much time. Now that Father's sick, I'm 
needed at the mill. And you know it won't be long till 
I have to go back to college. But what do you care?” 


7 H, DAVIE!” Mary cried out in pain. “I do care! 
You know I do! But I had to stop because the 
bell was ringing, the passing-bell !”’ 

I can see Mary, too, just the way she looked that day, 
so humble, and sorry and sweet, that Davie couldn't stay 
mad at her if he tried. He drew her into his arms. 

“You will be late, will you!’ he cried, covering her 
face with hard kisses. “Then here’s what you get!” 

The girl's arms stole up around his neck. Her cheek 
rested against his, his arms held her close. I guess 
maybe they came as near being in heaven right then 
as they'll ever come to be. 

“Molly, girl!’ David Blair said, huskily. “Oh, Molly, 
darling! If only we could be married before I go back 
to college! But Father wouldn't leave me a cent, if [| 
married against his will. I’d have to carry a lunch-pail, 
and go to work with the men in the mill.” 

It was so, too. I mind me what a hard, proud old 


man he was, David’s father. 
“I wouldn't let you do that. 
I wouldn't let you spoil things 
for yourself!" Mary told him. 
I know she had one moment 
of thinking that if she'd been 
in his place, money wouldn't 


sprawled on the 


érass with a frown on his face—young and handsome and big and dark. 
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All the wealth in the 
world couldn't have kept her from marrying Davie, if 


have made any difference to her. 


it had been offered her in place of him. But she re- 
minded herself that it was different with Davie; he'd 
always been used to having things. 

“You see, Molly, it’s because Dad was so poor when 
he was a boy, and so awfully snubbed, that he feels this 
way. He’s made up his mind that I’ve got to marry 
someone of a fine family and with enough money 
to prove she isn't marrying me for mine.” 

“Poor old man!” she said softly. He 
might have money, but one so beggered- 
of even the very memory of love 
seemed a bankrupt to her young 
wealth. “Is he getting any bet- 
ter, Davie?” 


“He never will be any 
better.” His tone was 
impatient. “He just lies 


there in bed, day after 
day, week after week; 
he can’t move a finger, 
he can’t speak a word 
—and yet he can 
keep me from you!” 

“Never mind, Da- 
vie!” Mary com- 
forted him. “We 
can wait!” 

| know just the 
black, bitter look 
he turned on_ her 
when she said that. 

“Wait?” he ex- 
claimed. ‘‘You 
wouldn't say that if 
you cared for me! Oh, 
Molly, | can’t go away ; 
| can't work at school; 
1 can’t make good at 
anything, when all I can 
think of is you! If only 
we could be married before 
1 go!” 

I know just the note of plead- 
ing in his voice when he said that. 

“Poor Davie!’ Mary stroked the 
dark head against her breast. “I 
wished we could, dear!” 

“Then, Molly, dearest, let’s<do!” I 
know how his brown eyes pleaded, as 
he turned them up to her. 

“But we can't, Davie!” Mary’s tone 
was startled. “You just said 

“We can’t be married in church with book and ring 
for everyone to see, the way we will be later when my 
father is dead,” he agreed. “But, Molly darling, we can 
be married right here under our own maple tree. 

“We can say the words and kiss each other, and know 
that we belong to each other for always, whatever hap- 
pens. 


own; 


I know the way Mary Macomber 
“It 


7 UT, Davie!” 
felt, wavering between doubt and ecstasy. 
wouldn't be right.” 

“Don't you trust me?” I know that David Blair 
said, and that he pulled away from her, with anger in 
his eyes. 

“You know I do!” I can hear Mary saying it now, 
very low, with her whole heart in her voice. 

| can see them standing there under the old maple 
tree, hand in hand, their voices soft and shaken, while 


‘“*You mustn't blame him, my 


he doesn’t mean to be 
cruel.”’ 


they said what they could remember of the marriage 
ceremony 


“I, David MacGregor, take thee, Mary Con- 
stance——” 
“I, Mary Constance, take thee, David Mac- 


Gregor, 

“For richer, for poorer, for better, for worse, in 
sickness or in health, until death do us part.” 

Did they mean it? I know, anyhow, that Mary 

did. I know that it was as much of a mar- 

riage for her, as if all the bishops in the 


world had read off that marriage 
service. 
And I. think that David 


meant it, too, that day, at least; 
meant it maybe for always. 
Only David was a spoiled 
boy, and terribly afraid of 
his father. 
I don't know that I 
ever saw nicer weather 


than had ail 
through that August; 
golden weather, the 


kind that brings a 
proper harvest moon. 
Every day all 
through the month, 
Mary and David 
saw each other un- 
der that old maple 
tree. Its leaves were 
beginning to redden 
and fall in Septem- 

ber when he came 

there to say good-by, 
for he was going back 
to college. 

“It'll be no time till 

Christmas vacation!’’ he 
comforted her. “I may 
be back before then, of 
course. Father’s getting 
weaker every day. Maybe 
—-when I come back—we can be 
really married.” 
I can hear the reproach in Mary’s 
voice. 
“We're really married now!” 
cried. 

“Yes, but I mean the regular way, 
for everyone to know!” he explained. 
“Speaking of that, Molly darling, you'll 
be careful not to let anyone know now? 
It means everything to us not to go against Father's 
wishes. You won't tell? Forgive me, dear,” he had the 
sense to add, as Mary’s face spoke the reproach she did 
not put into words. 

“You couldn't do anything, Davie, I guess, that I 
wouldn't forgive,” she told him, and there was a kind 
of prophetic sadness in her voice. 

I remember how Mary used to hurry to the post-office 
every day to see if any letter had come from Davie. 
Usually there wasn’t one. He wasn’t much of a letter- 
writer, David Blair. 

Something else came to Mary in those fall days, 
though, and that was fear. ‘At first just a tiny fear 
that she tried to put out of mind. Then it was a certainty 
and a terrible big fear—a fear for Davie, not for 
herself. 

“Poor Davie!” she thonght. 
know now, of course! 


she 


“We'll have to let folks 


His father’ll be mad at him! 


I MIND that just as she came up to the church the bell stop- 
ped ringing. She waited to bless the sexton, if it were he who 
had rung it. And then the door that led to the belfry opened. 
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Oh, poor Davie! But I'll hive to tell him now. There 
isn’t anything else to do!” 

So she wrote her news to David Blair, and then, in 
spite of her uneasiness and her pity for him, she began 
a joyful time of waiting. Surely Davie would come at 
once! He'd surely be here in a day or two. 


KNOW that she never-doubted him once, in the long 

week that went by without any word from him. Then 
one day a thin letter came, and she tore it open eagerly, 
in such haste to get at Davie’s letter that she tore straight 
through the bill it enclosed. I know that Maty doubted 
her eyes as she stood staring at that short, little furtive 
letter. Davie couldn't come, it said; couldn't acknowl- 
edge her now. It would ruin his whole future if he did. 
Here was money and he would send more. But he 
wouldn't write often, and it would be better if she didn’t, 
for the village postmaster was even more than commonly 
inquisitive. Some day it would all come right. 

“No, no!” whispered Mary Macomber to the paper 
in her hand. “No, no! Davie didn’t mean to hurt 
me so!” 

| remember the time when there began to be whisper- 
ings in the village at Mary Blair's approach, sly mur- 


murings, unkind laughter when she had passed. 1. 


remember that all the neighbors stopped going to the 
little, old house where she lived all alone with a deaf, 
muttering aunt whose brain was a little addled by age. 
I'm sure of one thing: Mary wasn't ashamed in these 
days. She felt that she was married to David Blair, 
you see; felt that it was entirely right for her to bear 
his child. Nor did she blame David for what he was 
doing, even—she loved him too much for that. She 
used to say a little prayer that | suspect would have 
shocked folks more than a little if thev had heard it. 
“Oh, God, let Davie'’s father die tonight!" she prayed 
every evening, before she went to bed. “It can’t matter 
much to him, he's so old and ill, and it matters so much 
to my baby!” 
But Davie's father didn't die. 


her. It was her plain duty, they said, to tell them the 
secret. The law of God, and more particularly the law of 
man, demanded it. There was the question of his support 
to consider. Had she thought of the baby? 

| know that Mary Blair couldn’t keep back a little, 
bitter laugh at that. 

“Yes, I’ve thought of the baby,” she told them. 

I'm sure of another thing: the village might have 
been kinder to Mary Macomber had she been ashamed 
ot herself, bowed with her sorrow. They wanted her 
to wear a crimson “A” embroidered in her heart if not 
on her clothes. They wanted her to bend her eyes to 
the ground when she walked forth with her child. They 
were good people, terribly just, and exceedingly grim, 
and they could not forgive her for flaunting her child 
like a precious jewel. 

“She has no sense of shame!” they condemned her. 

| know they were right—Mary Macomber had no 
sense of shame. She felt pride, instead, in the sturdy 
loveliness of the child, and content in her possession of 
him. It was joy to bathe the rounded, beautiful body 
of her baby, to listen to his breathing in the night, to 
feel his tiny hand on her breast. 

“If God had been angry he wouldn't have given me 
you!” she thought. 


| HAVEN'T forgotten the day when David Blair, his 
college course completed, came back to the village, 
taking his father’s place in the mill. That first day he met 
Mary Blair with her baby on the street. [I wonder how 
she could have loved him then, his craven face so white 
and afraid. But she did. 

“Poor Davie!” she whispered to her child. “You 
mustn't blame him, my own; he doesn’t mean to be 
cruel.” 

Time went slowly on without anything much happen- 
ing here in our village. Nothing much ever does happen 
here. Old Davie Blair still lay in his bed, skeleton-thin, 

weak as a baby, yet powerful 
enough to rule the destinies of 


\nd [| remember it was just 
when the first arbutus bloomed 
again that Mary Macomber’s 
baby was born, a fine, lusty boy. 
| know just how Mary felt 
when his tiny, curling hand 
gripped her finger for the first 
time. 

“Don't you care, Sweet!” she 
whispered to him. “Mother’ll 
make it up to you. You're just 
as welcome, my own, as any 
haby that was ever born. The 
Child Jesus, Himself, my dear, 
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those three. Young Davie 
worked hard in the mill, aged 
visibly, and kept to himself. 
Little Davie waxed rosy and 
sweet, and began to play his 
cunning baby tricks. I remem- 
ber how, when Christmas came, 
and Mary Blair hung up the lit- 
tle stocking of her nameless child 
with nothing to put in it, only 
the rag doll she'd made herself, 
and a cheap little striped ball, 
she found on Christmas morn- 
ing a great package of lovely 


wasn’t any more welcome than 
you.” 


| remember, though, that it was the only welcome 


he got. Not one person in the village, except his 
own mother, and his poor, old, foolish great-aunt ever 
smiled at that baby. They drew away from him on the 
street as if they were afraid of him, that tiny, defenseless 
baby, in his mother’s arms. 


” Y LITTLE, little Davie!” Mary whispered to him. 

She hadn't given him any regular name, yet, but 
she called him that when they were all alone. “You 
mustn't mind, my precious!” 

I think if she’d been willing to tell who the child's 
father was, the village wouldn't have been so hard on 
her. The doctor, who took care of her when she was 
sick, the minister of the old white church, the chairman 
of the board of selectmen, all came in turn to reason with 


toys on the doorstep of the little 
house. There was even a 
jaunting rocking-horse, and there was a mechanical 
electric train. What use could he make of them now? 
She knew where they had come from, and was very 
glad. 

“He did think of you, my own!” she told the child. 

Spring came, and | recall a mild, sweet day when 
Mary took the child to the woods when she went to 
hunt for arbutus. I mind how she thought of two 
years before when David Blair and she had hunted for 
arbutus together. She tucked a little spray of the blos- 
son) into the baby’s chubby hand, but he only chuckled 
and tried to eat it. On the way home, as she walked 
slowly with the heavy infant in her arms, and a great 
cluster of the arbutus in her belt. she passed David 
Blair, but he only reddened, stared straight in front, of 
‘him, and hurried on. [Turn to page 
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Here is a little French girl who has found her way into 
leading roles in the Bobby Vernon series of Christie Comedies 


41 


$ 
4 
b 
J 
ry 
4 
‘ 
} 
‘ 
4 
poy 


MARGARET QUIMBY 
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heart of the college hero, is entitled ‘‘The 
Radio Detective’’. She has been winning: 
many followers since she signed her con- 
tract with Universal, and her popularity 


is getting to the point where it has box 
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To me, she was the 
most beautiful thing 
in all the world— 
and I knew that 
Mary Strong 
wouldn't like her. 


Like a Breath of the Ocean Islands 


Valaima Came Into Jethro’s Life 


He first of my story has been told. I might say 
| have put down the first of my life. For until 
that day when the New Bedford clipper, the 

Shining Star, came standing into Salt Island harbor, | 
was a boy. When, graceful as a mackerel gull, she sped 
outbound once again past the islands, she left me a man. 

()n the morning of that day, | was a shi of a boy of 
sixteen, big for my age perhaps, and able to do a man’s 
work if the truth were known, but for all that, a boy; 
yet, in the evening of the same day, | was a man with 
a man’s work and a man’s world ahead of me. And | 
say this years after, now that [ can look back calmly, 
or as calmly as I can on such a momentus time in my 
life, to the events of that day. 

| know that the eyes of a boy and the eyes of a man 
see through a different veil. In physical stature one 
does not change much in a single day. It was in my 
view of life that I had changed. Life suddenly changed 
hefore me: | was up against a stone wall. Life seemed 
to encompass me. [| was like a swimmer engulfed in 
a flood. All that had been my life up to that day was 
gone, torn away as ruthlessly as the running sea tore 
at the Old Man down on the Cape. I watched the 
storms break around the giant rock they called the Old 
Man. | had seen heavy driftwood timbers carried away 
as if they were match-sticks. And always, after such 
a storm, the great rock reared its massive sides, picked 
clean as a dog picks a bone. Only the bare surface re- 


mained. l-very bit of moss, every bit of driftwood, 
the flotsam and jetsam of the sea, had vanished. Noth- 
ing was left save the strength of the naked stone. So 
it must have been at creation when the young world 
began. 

And so had my boyhood been swept from me, and it 
was as though | had been born again, this time into 
manhood. Until the morning of that day, Jenmie Hyatt 
had been a girl, my boyhood sweetheart, whom one fine 
day | was to marry. Now | thought of Jennie Hyatt 
as a woman—a fisherman's wife—and knew would 
never be that fisherman. Jennie Hyatt was not for me. 


ND all because another girl had taken her place, 

and not exactly that, either. For.1 had never 
thought of Jennie Hyatt as I now thought of Mary 
Strong. Mary, the afraid, who had shrunk from the 
bloody work-a-day life of the fish-traps; whose eyes 
had tilled with tears over the wounding of a mackerel 
gull. But that was not the picture of Mary Strong 
that filled my mind. It was not of the wistful, delicate 
girlhood of her that | thought, but rather of the Mary 
Strong who was soon to be a woman grown. I could 
see her with her hair lashed by the wind, her blue eyes 
dancing through the spray, the glow of health and 
glorious life blooming on her cheeks. .(nd if one day 
I was to see her just like that, it was not until] many and 
many a hitter day came first. Of that there ts much to 


Sea 


tell, but I shall come to that. 

Here were two girls, two girls 
soon to be two women, and the 
shadow of my life lay between 
them. So, | have learned, falls the 
shadow of nearly every man’s life, 
but it is still something of a marvel 
to me that I should have seen it all 
so clearly on far-distant 
day. 

And now, when I can look back 
on it all, and give to each thing 
that happened its true value, | know 
that it was Bartholomew who had 
wrought the change. 


ARTHOLOMEW _sibeen 

both brother and mother to me. 
My whole boyhood was wrapped up 
in Bartholomew Bartholomew, 
who, according to the telegram my 
father had received, was dead. | 
have already told how | stood at 
the window, and how I felt that a 
living breath seemed to go through 
the house; how I felt lifted up by 
it; how I had looked out over the 
harbor and over the sea; how I had 
whispered : 

“Bartholomew, make me a 
man !” 

Can we speak to those who are 
gone? I do not know, but I do know that my words 
were heard. Whether by the spirit of my dead brother 
or. by something that burned within my own soul does 
not matter to me. The prayer that I made that day to 
the spirit of my brother Bartholomew, if it was a prayer, 
was heard and answered. 

Right afterward I went to my room to examine the 
things that Captain Strong had given me. And the 
first package I opened contained a ship's compass. 
Breathlessly, I opened the others. Soon | was in the 
midst of a litter of objects that were to fascinate me 
and absorb waking and sleeping hours from that time 
forward. There was a sextant, a patent log, a pair of 
night glasses, hydrographic charts, a veritable library 
on navigation and books of the sea. It was with eyes 
and soul filled with wonder that I sat in the center of 
my new domain surveying my new possessions like a 
king on his throne: 


HEN I heard the door open, and turned quickly 

to face my father. He saw the things on the floor at 
a glance and frowned. But for several minutes he said 
no word, letting his eyes linger first on this object, and 
then on that, until he knew the sum total of my new 
possessions as well as I did. The frown vassed, but 
still he made no comment, and, half fearful, I dared not 
speak but awaited his judgment. I knew that the things 
Captain Strong had given me must have cost several 
hundred dollars. And even though I had given his 
ship a safe mooring and had probably saved it from 
serious damage, I knew that my father felt I had only 
done my duty. 


going to speak at 
all. However, I 
was mistaken. 

As he put his 
hand on the door- 
knob he sighed, 
like a man under 
a great burden 

“T have engaged the Widow 
Burton, Jethro,” he said. His 
manner was as though he were 
talking to the room rather than to 
me. “She will be here tomorrow to take charge,” he 
continued. “I am leaving tomorrow for London.” 

Leaving tomorrow for London! What had happened 
now? And my brother's wife coming in a few days! 

“But, Father,” I protested, “Bartholomew's wite—" 
I got no further. 

“Stop!” my father thundered. Never in my life do 
I remember that he looked at me as he did then. And I 
could swear that the look in his eyes was not anger. 
There was more fear than anger in that look. 

And while I sat there on the floor and he stood over 
me, his eyes slowly softened, 
and though no word passed 


He was a proud man, my 
father, and payment in such 
terms of a complete set of 
ship's instruments on the floor 
around me, must seem to him 
as belittling. But he turned 
away presently, and | thought 


Have you seen the results of 
the “How I Lost My Hus- 
band”’ contest on page 39? 


between us, deep in my heart 
I knew that it was because of 
Bartholomew's wife and _ her 
coming to Salt Island that he 
was going to London. This 
woman we had never seen and 
who bore the name of Gale was 


for a moment that he was not 
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I would have felt much better if 
Mrs. Burton hadn’t been there, 
but if she noticed anything strange 
in my behavior she made no 
comment. 


akin to fear? At least, | 
have been told it was. 

So the next day when 
the Widow Burton took 
charge at our house, and 
my father made ready to 


coming to Salt Island, and a Gale 
was leaving Salt Island rather than 
remain to greet her. 

| had not seen the telegram that my [father had re- 
ceived, telling of my brother Bartholomew’s death and 
the wife who was coming home, but my father had said : 

“She is from the Islands. And she is what they call 
part-white. And the name she bears is Gale!” 

Rut in spite of anything he might feel, she was my 
brother Bartholomew’s wife and I had thought of her 
as such—nothing more. Yet, after the door had closed, 
and my father, looking very old and tired, had gone, | 
felt the first fire of resentment against her, resentment 
that was to glow and die out by turn in the days to come. 
Hartholomew was dead. I would never see him again, 
never hear his voice. And now I was to lose my father. 
He looked so old as he turned away from me! It might 
he that | would never see him again, either. Never hear 
his voice, never feel the touch of his hand. Was it any 
wonder that I felt Bartholomew’s wife was in some way 
to blame? Was it any wonder that a fear of her found 
seed in my soul and began its growth? And isn’t hate 


leave, I had begun to hate 
Bartholomew’s wife. 
think it was :ningled fear 
and hatred of her that 
prompted me to ask him 
to take me to London 
with him. 

“No, Jethro boy,” he 
said slowly, with a certain 
sadness in his voice. “It 
wouldn’t do. Not just 
yet. In a year or so I'll 
send for you.” That old 
look came into his eyes 
again as he spoke. Sud- 
denly he caught me to him, 
a thing I never knew 
him to do before. 

“It will be easier to be 
alone,” he said. “But, my 
son, may you never know 
how much I’m going to 
miss you, and my prayer 
will be that this mad long- 
ing of mine may never be 
yours !” 

I didn’t understand just 
what he meant, and [| 
wanted to answer him and 
to ask a thousand ques- 
tions, for I felt then that 
I might never have a 
chance to question him 
again. But the words 
stuck in my throat and | 
could not speak. So | 
just stood there while my 
father held me close to 
him. Then, after a little, 
he pushed me away, 
gently. 

“It is nothing we can 
talk about, son,” he said. “They say 
time heals all wounds. So I'm going 
to give time its chance. Run along now and see if you 
can help Mrs. Burton.” 

But I didn't go to see if I could help Mrs. Burton. 
| went down to the Hawk instead. All day | stayed 
down on the reef by the sea, and when | came home 
that night my father had gone. I knew he would be 
gone. And yet it was easier to stay down on the Hawk 
by the sea than to remain about the big, white house on 
the hill. | think my father understood that we had al- 
ready had our parting. 


CAME home through the town, and afterward when 

| thought about it, | knew that people had been talk- 
ing about me, or my father, and that they were strangely 
juiet when I passed them. What were they saying? 
And did it have any connection with my father’s strange 
words of the morning? 
- Mrs. Burton tried to mother me when | came in, and 
there were tears in her eyes as she tried to put her arms 
about me. I held her off as gently as I could. | didn’t 
want that sort of sympathy. Wasn't | a man? Wasn't 
I now the head of the house ? [Turn to page 06| 
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And How 
Flirtation 
Resulted 
in’ Madcap 
Daring 
until the 
Inevitable 


Reckonin 1g Came! 


/t was still wet with dew, and a silly retort 
died on my lips when I met his eyes. 


N MANY marriages there figures at some time 
“the other woman,” but seldom does a girl face that 
pitiless knowledge on her wedding night. 

ut perhaps I'd better go back to the beginning of 
my story 

It seems a long time since | sped up the brick wail 
white house where | had lived with “Grandy” 
since childhood; a long time since | perched on the 
broad arm of his chair, breathlessly cajoling and plan- 
ning in a breath, while | waited for “the Colonel” to 
put down his eternal mint julep and read the letter from 
May Pennington, a school chum of mine, inviting me 
to spend a month with her at the family summer home 
in Jacksonville. 

To my excited imagination, it seemed that Grandy 
would never finish reading, and when he had, that he 
was suddenly stricken dumb. But it was settled at last. 
| was to leave Grandy and Eadsville, Kentucky, for the 
first long visit of my eighteen years. 

Perhaps it was because Grandy had never refused 
ine very often, and had somehow fallen into the habit : 
perhaps—and I am more than sure of the latter 
(srandy cherished a secret suspicion that I was “gettin’ 
on in life” and needed the chance to meet eligible young 
men, one of whom | might fasten my fickle fancy upon 
and “settle down” \ll of the Marshall women had 
married early, and to his old Southern view-point an 


to the big, 


unmarried woman in her twenties was nothing short 
of a tragedy. 

So | left the hills of Kentucky, with the fields of 
corn, laurel and rhododendron, for Florida, land of 
romance, flowers and moonlight. 

After Eadsville, Jacksonville was overwhelmingly 
delightful to me. I was glad | had sent to Louisville 
for my new clothes instead of trusting to Miss Katy's 
dressmaking arts. 

I fit into my new surroundings with all the adapta- 
bility of youth, and with all of it’s enthusiasm. At the 
first dance given in my honor, | became “Diane” to the 
crowd, and before a week, “Di” to those whom | liked 
best. 

“The Colonel’s” trim, white moustache would have 
stood out like his own military brushes, could he have 
heard some young man of a week's acquaintance remark 
casually, “Diane, fair one, have a drink on papa. It’s 
the berries—honest! Pre-war!” 


gentlemen “carried their liquor’, but 
Southern 
indeed ! 

Not that they were wild, but just a crowd of girls 
and young men, with not enough to do to occupy their 
minds wisely. 
that they were Keeping up with the time. | 


ladies—well—that was different. Yes, 


Young enough to thrill to the thought 
didn't 


ial 
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like the taste of the stuff they carried in the little silver 


flasks, at least not much. Nor did most of the other 
girls, but we'd have died rather than refuse a sip. 

| had no more desire to “settle dawn”, as Grandy 
expressed it, than when at home in Eadsville with the 
hoys | had known, and sometimes fought with, since 
grade school days. And then I met Rod Lamer— Rod, 
with his clear, tanned skin, resolute mouth, and careless 
grace Of manner, whose dark eyes were insolent even 
as they laughed. 

For the first time in my life | had met a man I could 
not sway to my will, if I dectded to make him like me— 
and perhaps the very surprise of it added to my liking 
for him. 

He went about a great deal with Jean Vineent, a 
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distant cousin of his, May told me; a girl of great 
physical appeal—even a woman could understand that 
whose rather exotic type seemed to be a perfect matclr 
for Rod. 

Anyone could see that she was mad about him—in 
fact she made no particular effort to hide it, and when 
they danced, it made my blood rush hotly to my tace 
as I watched the way Rod held her pliant body in the 
curve of his arm; the way he smiled down into her 
beautiful eyes, that were like clear sea water. l’erhaps 
it was awakening jealousy. Anyway, it always irri- 
tated me. 

I couldn't blame her for her adoration, for when | 
danced with him it made my breath come faster just 
to feel the strength of his shielding arm; to be so near 


‘For once and all, I'd like to have you remember that you're my wife! * 
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the heart that beat as calmly as when he 
ordered pork-chops in a cafe. Sometimes 
I'd look up rebelliously at him—he was tall, 
was Rod—and he would tighten his hold 
ever so slightly, and smile in that insolent, 
lovable way he had, as if he knew what | 
was thinking, and was amused by it. 

The week before I was to go back to 
Kentucky, May gave a picnic at one of the 


lakes out from Jacksonville, and 
Rod asked me to go with him. Half 
in earnest, half jokingly, May 
warned eme the night before the 
picnic, that | was courting trouble 
by going around so much with Rod. 
“The way Jean looks at you would 
make a frog shiver!"’ she ended. 
“What did you do, anyhow, to get 
him so interested in you?” 

“Haven't any idea...” I 
drawled innocently, but I well 
knew that his attentiveness dated 
back to the dance when | 
had gone limp in his arms 
from a twisted ankle. Little 
did he know what an effort 
it was to keep my eyelashes, 
which I knew were long and 
curled up, down on my 
cheek. It was an awful 
temptation to see how he was 
taking my nearness. He had 
picked me up in his arms 
and carried me to the top of 
the steps to the wide veranda, 
that was dotted with chairs, 
and deposited me in one 
carefully. I resisted a wild 
impulse to giggle when he 
started to fan me with my 
dance program, and I am 
positive the telltale dimple 
appeared at the corner of 
my mouth, because when | 
let my eyes flutter open after 
what I thought was a suitable 
interval—I had never fainted 
in my life—he was smiling. 
Actually grinning, it seemed 
to my startled eyes. But, 
anyway, | think it aroused his 
‘interest, and that repaid me 
for having to sit out the rest 
of the dances. 

The morning of the picnic, 


I had seen Rod watching us as we started out, and I'd have ridden that 


surf-board or died. 
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Rod came for me in his low, grey roadster, and 
| was content to sit silent beside him, watching 
the countryside as we sped out into the open 


road toward the lake. 


Past stretches of pine barrens streaked with 
stagnant water, past bogs, bright with iris, through 
quaint little towns sheltered beneath sturdy oaks. 

| could see Rod look down at me every once 
in a while, and presently when his arm circled 


the back of the seat, I pretended not to 


notice it. I hated the drive to end, for 
somehow Rod seemed to lose that subtle 
sex mockery that was a part of him. 

We stopped once, and he gathered 
some Cherokee roses that overran an old 
fence, and pulled one with half-opened 
petals through the tie of my sweater. It 
was still wet with dew, and a frivolous 
retort died on my lips when I met his 
eyes. 

As I think of it now, that was one of 
the most perfect days I have ever spent; 
he gay laughter and jokes of 
carefree youth; the deliciousness 
of potatoes, baked under coals, 
crisp bacon, hot coffee, and fruit ; 
the joy of the swim, and later 
canoeing on the placid lake. Rod 
had brought his banjo, and he 
sang quaint, old, darkey songs in 
a rich, tenor voice that had the 
power to hold his listeners. For 
once the careless gaiety of the 
crowd was silent, but when he 
swung into a popular number, 
everyone joined in with doubtful 
degrees of harmony. 


EAN had been unusually cool 

toward me all day, and often I 
would look up to find her green 
eyes watching me. Once when 
May and I passed her leaning 
gracefully against the trunk of 
an oak, she gave the tiniést of 
laughs, and, turning to look up 
at her tall companion, drawled: 
“As we were saying, | have al- 
ways found rural flappers so— 

amusing !” 

I turned, my 
cheeks hot with 
anger, and mei 
her eyes square- 
ly. May touched 
my arm implor- 
ingly, for she 
well knew I had 
my share of tem- 

per. 

“T have never 
found them quite 
so amusing as 
the antics of a 
cat!” I remarked 
squarely. 

‘*Diane!’’ 
May’s horrified 
whisper was in 
my ear, but I 

[Turn to page 

102] 
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Here Are the 


RIZE-LETTERS 


in the ‘Why I Lost My Husband” Contest 


UNDREDS of wives 


have told us the 


This Will Surprise You! 


ambition of their wives 
—but if you could see 


tragedies and near trage- ©ause — No. the reasons you would 
dies of their married FUSSINESS. know that a husband can 
lives. Somearepathetic— be at fault even here 
others are merely irritat- 4 71 sometimes. 
ing in their littleness. 5 Wife's desire to go out.............+- 64 There is a wonderful 
are a revelation . 7 Lack of domesticity on part of wife.... 52 ce & — ~ 
NAGGI NG AND 8 Husband's desire to go out........+-. 50 — are tabulated. 4 
FUSSING are given 
as the reason for the 11 42 could read them over 
break in 100 out of 12 ntolerance 2 and ask themselves 
I No interest in husband’s business or 
1005 cases. We do not 33 “WHICH ONE HITS 
ordinarily consider 14 Wife's absorption in baby............ 33 ME? 
reasons as serious as the BS 30 . 
OTHER WOMAN. 16. Her mother-in-law. 30 Suc 
[his reason runs second 7 
with letters yivin it 18 Flapperism 16 OT HER WOMAN can- 
JEALOUSY, with 72 20 Wife's neglect of children............ 1S sideration. asa real man 
cases, comes third. 21 Indifference to husband.............. 14 d 
SELFISHN ESS I 22 Wrtfe's extravagance. 14 an woman ay 
9, 7 6 but the others, the tiny 
losefourth. 33 fa 
CASES, 10 +=things, the nagging, the 
Andsowerunondown 25 Keligious 10 selfishness, the jealousy 
the list of 28 different 26 10 can and should be 
reasons for trouble until 28 Husband had to get his own breakfasts. 6 stopped by reasoning. I 
we find that 6 girls lost GRAND TOTAL.............. 1oo5 | Want you to read these 


out because their mates 
were forced to get their 


letters and think about 
them. Some of these 


own breakfasts. Not a very nice commentary people do not want their names mentioned. I 
either on the steadfastness of the men oron the understand why, yet I sometimes wonder—— 


FIRST PRIZE—$100 


What Happens When a Wife Begins to Pity Herself 


ALWAYS said I'd never marry, but that was before 

I met Herb. He was the only man that could make 
my heart beat faster just to think of him, or happy just 
to be near him. We were madly in love with each other, 
and | hardly think any couple could have been happier 
after we married and went to live in our little cozy 
apartment. 

A year later I almost lost my life bringing our little 
son into the world. But it was worth it! Herb couldn't 
do enough for me, and saw to it that I had the best of 
care. He told me over and over what a dear, brave 


littlke woman I was. We adored that baby, he was so 
sweet—and always happy, too! 

When he was a year old | began to be restless. I had 
been tied down so long, and we seldom went out. Herb 
said we couldn't afford to, as we were paying on our 
new furniture. Too, it had cost nearly three hundred 
dollars when baby came. Herb didn’t make a large 
salary and he said he didn’t want to go in debt. 

I began to feel sorry for myself. I saw other young 
couples having good times and | felt I was missing a 
lot. I finally got mad and flew [Turn to page g2| 
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It 


not returned. 


“I'm sorry, Steve —!I can't see you tonight 


ROOM the moment of her birth | had loved 
Nanette Barstow. I was ten then, and I can still 
remember the air of suppressed excitement hover- 
ing over the Barstow home that golden April day. My 
mother had heen summoned hastily after breakfast and 


vas growing into late afternoon. 


Mrs. Barstow was one of her dearest 


inends 

(ld Doetor Donaldson had hurried up the walk, case 
in hand, early in the day, and his gray mare still stood 
with patient resignation at the hitching-post. 


| stood near the 


hedge separating the grounds and 
listened and tried to see. I heard 
a strange little wailing cry-—a new 
sound to me. From somewhere 
at the back of the house came a 
stifled sob. Strange! Old Mag- 
gie always hummed a snatch of 
song as she worked. Then a door 
opened and Mr. Barstow came 
slowly out on the broad porch and 
stood still, looking into space. 
‘rom my place by the hedge | 
could see his face. He wore a 
dazed, helpless expression. It 
seemed hours he stood there jusi 
staring, staring; then with droop- 
ing shoulders he went back into 
the house. 

Something was wrong. (f that 
I felt certain. I wished my mother 
would come home. 

A series of yelps from the car- 
riage house where I had kenneled 
a newly-acquired pup caused me 
to hasten away. The little fellow 
had become tangled in his chain. 
It was half an hour before | finally 
extricated him. The gold of the 
April day had deepened into the 
gray of twilight. It was chill and 
the Barstow home was wrapped 
in stillness. I went indoors. Sure- 
ly my mother had returned by this 
time. There was a light in the 
library. At the door I paused. 
My mother was there, and in her 
arms she held a_ small white- 
swathed bundle. She turned as 
she heard me and her eyes were 
full of tears. 

“Mother! What's happened ?” 

For a moment she tried to speak 
and could not. At last the words 
came, choked with grief. Mrs. 
Barstow was dead. She had died 
in giving birth to the baby she had 
wanted for so long. 

Fearfully, I drew nearer. Mrs. 
Barstow—jolly, pretty Mrs. Bar- 


stow dead! Impossible! And this-——I took a timid step 

| looked down at the small, fragile thing in my moth- 
er’s arms. So little, so pitifully little. This she had 
left behind. A baby, a new baby—without a mother. 
The tiny fists, like little rosebuds, were visible. With 
awkward care | touched one ever so gently. The bits 


of hands unclenched, 


one of mine. 


the miniature fingers closed about 


“Mother,” I questioned, almost in awe. “Can we 


keep it?” 


That was the beginning of my love for Nanette. As 
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—and a Man Who Discovered Too Late 
That the Gem He Thought Counterfeit Was Real 


she grew bigger | became her constant playmate. Mr. 
Barstow, bewildered by his grief and loss, was only too 
vlad to entrust her to my care. I taught her her first 


steps, and the day she lisped my name, Steve, only she 
called it “Teve” with a baby gurgle of delight, my pride 


in her was boundless 

lhe vears passed quickly. I went away to school and 
each when | returned | found strange and 
wonderful changes in Nanette. Her welcomes were 


always joyous and we were never separated while I was 


vacation 


at home 

lhen | graduated from the university with my lawyer's 
degree, but this time when | came home Nanette was 
not there. She had 
been sent awav to some 
fashionable seminary 

She was seventeen 


when we met again—a beautiful. slim. brown-haired 
half-girl, half-woman, with the wistful wonder of the 
ages in her eyes; and | was twenty-seven, hardened 
somewhat by the necessary daily contact with a world 
that did not always prove kind, though my work had 
heen singularly successful and | was rated as a come 

How beautiful Nanette seemed to me | cannot tel! 
you, as she called to me across the hedge in the old way 
But when | saw her, the blind adoration of the boy gave 
way to the new, deeper love of the mu 


It seemed so fanciful—the ugnt tlooding over the place where / experiencea 
those now-broken dreams, and on the sullen face of the man who would be 


her husband. 
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I loved her. The knowledge swept over me like a 
torrent. The very sight of this new, unknown Nanette 
stirred my pulses and set them throbbing, in a longing 
for possession. But with this new love came also tender- 
ness: the desire to shield her always; to make of myself 
a barrier between her and the sordid realities of life; 
to let nothing mar or sully the beauty of her untarnished 
youth. 


“T*HE old, free comraderie between us was gone for- 
ever. I could not bring it back, nor would 1, even 
if I could. 

This new love held me in relentless grip, swept 
through me like strong wine. I wanted to give her my 
name, and for her sake, win lasting honor for that name. 
| wanted to work for her; to have the right to protect 
her always; to know that she was always mine; to see 


her eyes gladden because of me, and to know that she 
loved me as I loved her. 

But I was silent. She was too young, too untutored 
in the ways of life. .I was ten years her senior. 
To use the force of my added age and experience to 
sweep her off her feet would perhaps not have been 
difficult, but somehow it seemed an unfair thing to do. 
She was so young, So pitifully young, with her clear, 
childish eyes and her untried feet treading haltingly, 
yet questingly, along the strange unknown pathway of 
life. There was a time afterward when | would have 
given all my hope of heaven if | had only told her, but 
I did not. 

It was hard, I admit. A dozen times words trembled 
on my lips, and my arms ached to hold her. Once I 
almost forgot my resolution. 

We had gone to the old orchard for apple blossoms. 
The spring rains had swollen the 
little creek where we _ usually 
crossed. The stepping-stones were 
barely above the waters. She 
stopped on the bank and looked 
down dubiously at her small slip- 
pers, then up at me with a little 
smile. 

“T’ll carry you,” I offered, smiling 
back. 

She ‘laughed aloud. “Remember 
how you always used to?” 

She put up her arms for me to 
take her in the same old way. There 
was no questioning in her eyes, no 
hesitancy. I felt my heart thud 
wildly as I picked her up to carry 
her across. How could I let her go, 
now I held her in my arms? The 
scarlet lips were very near my own; 
a strand of her hair blew across 
my face. Never had she seemed 
more dear, more desirable. As we 
reached the other side, my arms 
were trembling with my effort to 
keep from crushing her close to me. 
She turned her head and looked 
down into my eyes, her own serene- 
ly untroubled. I felt ashamed. 


° OLL,” she said with a little 
laugh as I put her down, and 
pulling my head down close she 
reached up and kissed me—the 
sweet, clean kiss of a child. That 
had been part of the old game we 
used to play. My arms that had 
closed. about her again relaxed as 
realization came. She was a child 
—nothing more. Then, suddenly, 
she pulled away from me ard ran 
quickly along. the path ahead. | 
was glad of the moment’s respite, 
glad that I had not spoken. If I 
had frightened her—destroyed that 
beautiful trust she had in me. . . 
She was to return to school next 
day, and- we parted with simple 
pleasantries, though she seemed to 
have become at once more dignilied 
and shy, as she donned her trim, 
dark, traveling clothes. I can sec 
her yet as the train pulled out and 
I stood on the platform. She leane.! 


And now I was gazing upon her, after three long, lonely years. What achange! from the window for a farewell 
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wave, as the sun became entangled in the glory of 
her hair. 

It was rather a shock a few months later when Mr. 
Larstow married again. He had been so long the de- 
voted father of Nanette we had never thought he would 
take another wife. The new Mrs. Barstow was a 
widow who had lived much abroad, and they at 
once left for an extended trip, taking 
Nanette with them. I had one little ai 
note from her written in London, 5 
filled with the excitement of new 
scenes and new people. They 
would return in six montlts, 
she said. 

But the unexpected so 
often happens. While in 
Italy Barstow was 
stricken with paralysis. 
Then began the weary 
strugg'e of trying to 
bring him back to 
health. But the fa- 
mous doctors of Eu- 
rope, the renowned 
baths, the different 
climates _ alike 
failed to save him. 
For three years he 
lingered, fighting 
desperately, and 
at last he died on 
the return trip to 
Paris, where he 
intended to stay 
only long enough 
to make arrange- 
ments to come back 
to America. 

When I was thirty, 
1 was elected to the 
bench. Through the 
years I had worked to- 
ward this goal for Nan- 
ette’s sake. | should make 
her proud of. me, of the 
name that I should give 
her. She would soon be com- 
ing home and then she should 
know, my Nanette, of the love | 
had borne for her so long. I should 
win her, I felt sure; such love as 
mine would compel a return. 

But it seemed that she would never 
come. 

After she arrived in New York, no 
attempt was made to return to the Bar- 
stow home. Her stepmother took her 
on lengthy visits to various relatives. I 
began almost to despair. | was absent on a long-deferred 
vacation when finally she did arrive, and my mother’s 
letter was delayed in reaching our hunting camp, so she 
had been home some time before I learned of it. 


UT when at fast I knew, I hastened home as fast as 
trains could bring me. 

My waking thoughts were only of Nanette and my 
dreams were filled with her. The seeming slowness of 
transportation was maddening to me. Now the weary 
waiting was over; the future opened ahead bright and 
fair, the future that was to give Nanette to me—so I 
thought. 

As soon as possible after my arrival I hastened 


“Don’t you worry, Kitten. 
I’'ll soon be back and then 
we'll be happy again. hands. 


through the gate in the hedge to the old Barstow home. 
| remember wondering if she would hear the excited 
slugging of my heart. But old Amos who opened the 
door shook his head. 

“Miss Nanette is not at home,” he informed me, “but 
1 think she went down that way, Judge,” with a wise 

smile, nodding his grizzled head in the direction of 
the orchard.- 1] thanked him and_ hurried 
away. 

Ss The orchard! That old haven of 
her childhood, the spot we had last 
been together! It seemed but fit- 

ting we should meet there again 
It seemed a good omen. 
| went on swift, eager 
feet to find her—my Nan- 
ette, the one woman in 
is the world for me, the 
woman I would make 
my wife! Ahead was 
the little stream 
across which I had 
carried her. The 
water was low now ; 
she had needed no 
assistance. On the 
other side was an 
old, gnarled tree, 
once split by light- 
ning. I would 

find her there. I 

felt sure, on the 

seat I had once 
made against the 
old trunk. Yes, 
there was a blur of 
blue against the 
brown. I would sur- 
prise her. 

I approached noise- 
lessly on the soft turf, 
though my heart sound- 
ed like a locomotive in 
my ears. Three years 
since I had seen her—three 
long, lonely years. And | 
loved her! 

I was very near her before I 
saw that she was crying. Mvy 
Nanette—crying here alone! 
stopped in my tracks. Her back 
was toward me and she thought no 
one was near. While I stood in mo- 
mentary indecision, she rose and, leaning 
against the trunk of the old tree, beat 
upon it with small, pitifully shaking 


“Oh, dear God,” she said in such an 
anguished voice my own heart constricted. “What shall 
I°do? What shall I do? What shall 1 do?” 

Then quite suddenly she dropped upon the grass, sob- 
bing in a hopeless, weary way that wrung my heart. 
My first impulse was to go to her and comfort her. She 
had been with me so long in my thoughts it did not now 
seem as if she had ever been away. But | could not let 
her know I had been a witness of her bared suffering. 
Silently I retreated some distance, then came noiselessly 
back again. 

She sat up suddenly, striving to cover up her tears, 
swift color flooding into her cheeks. 

“Steve!” She halted over the name as I advanced 
and took her hands. [Turn to page 108] 
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NYONE who has done very much running around 
the country knows that the “Red Front” in 
Mexicali isn't exactly a young ladies’ finishing 

school—not in the sense the word is generally used in 
polite society, anyway. ()f course, that doesn’t mean 
that a girl can’t work in the Red Front and be straight 
She can; but she won't get rich on the job. Ostensibly 
the girls are “entertainers” who line up to the bar an 
isk the customers to buy ‘em a drink. (nce thev get 
a sucker started, it's up to them to keep the drinks coming 
thick and fast 

(me of the great troubles with the Mexican border 
towns, from the standpoint of the owners of the resorts, 
is that the crowd comes over to look and see and listen, 


hut not to do any great amount of spending. That's the 
reason they have the “entertainers’’—-one of the reasons, 
any way 

Personally, | didn't have any business in the Red 
‘ront, and nobody knew it .any better than I did. A 


man who thinks one of those bar-harpies ts after anything 
except his money has got another think coming, but 
when a mans been out in the desert for three or four 
months without the sight of another human being, well, 
there's something about the warmth and the lights and 
the laughs of the girls that draws him inside and keeps 
him there 

| knew that this jane with the black eves and the red 
lips was simply leading me on to make a fool of myself, 
but | just didn’t care. The gold dust [ was cashing in 
over the bar had cost me bots of toil under a blistering 
un, and the gold dust | was going to have to get to 
take its place when that was gone was going to come 
just as hard. I knew it, and yet | staved en. 1 don’t 
know why, unless it’s because a man can only stand 
being away from women just so long. It wasn't this 
jane with the black eves | didn't care a hang about /ier. 
lt was just the idea of being able to feast my eves on a 
oman, listen to her laugh, feel the touch.of her hand 
once in a while—oh, | can't explain it. 

| didn't realize what a fool | was making of myself 


until | got a glimpse of my map in the bar mnrror 

| was looking and acting like a poor, driveling fool. 
| sort of came to myself with a shock and made up my 
mind to break away from there, but she read my mina 
and twined her arms around me, begging for just one 
more drink, her red lips stuck right up in my face, her 
eyes so close I could see little flecks of red running 
through the whites. 

()£ course | ordered another drink, and then the bar- 
tender passed out one on the house. The girl decided 
she was going to give me one farewell drink before we 
left, and the next one was on her—oh, | knew the game, 
all right ; but the point is, | didn't break awav. | staved 
there and played the sucker, even to ordering one last 
drink after the girl had treated. | just couldn't stand 
to have the girl be the last to buy, and I'd been ont in 
the desert four months. 

It was night. There was a cold wind blowing up from 
the desert, and | had a sensation of being carried some- 


where through the dark. From a great distance, came 
the sound of voices which registered in my mind in spite 
of the fact that I didn’t want them to. All | wanted was 
to be let alone, to drift off into the darkness. 

“It ain't fair,” said a feminine voice. “He played the 
game, and he didn't get fresh or anything. He's just 
an old stiff of a prospector who ain't seen anybody for 
a long time, and you can’t——” 

The voice that mterrupted was a man’s. 

“Cut it out, kid. A couple more wise cracks out of 
you and you'll get a knife stuck in your ribs. You can't 
bump off a tourist that’s got a 
million friends on the other side 


“‘So that's what it’s all about, eh? 
come a mighty long way, but—well, we'll see.”’ 


A Story of the Desert 


and a Girl, and 
the «Red Front” 
Café in 

Mexical 


“What's the idea 
of the old codger, 
Bill?” 

There was a sigh. 

“Say, I ain't ex- 
plaining my_ busi- 
; ness to every bird 

in the joint. Gei 
over.” 

‘ Apparently — the 

man didn’t get over. 
a know your 
game. Mexican Joe 
has been running 
dope and the ofh- 
cials are laying a 
trap for him. You're 
going to take this 
fellow out there, 
fill his pockets with 
dope, shoot him 
mand leave him for 
the officers to find, 
tu divert suspicion 
from Mexican Joe.” 

It was a voice 
that had the ear- 
marks of education, 
and that interested 
me, but [ wished 
they'd quit and let 
me drift on back. 

There was an oath, the sound of a blow, and then | 
was dropped. It was the bang of hitting the floor that 
woke me up. All of a sudden those voices commenced 
to have a deep, personal significance. By an effort of 
will, | managed to open my eyes. 


Well, you've 


PPARENTLY, | was in a little shack somewhere 

on the outskirts of town. There was a wind blow- 

ing through the chinks in the rough boarding, and a dry 
cold which comes on the desert when it does get cold. 
It was a rough, board shack with a row of bunks on 
one side, and a passageway lead- 

ing off into the darkness. A 


of the border; you’ve got to take 
some old stiff like this that no- 
body'll miss. Mexican Joe wants 
a stiff that he can plant near the 
border with a bullet hole in his 
head and his pockets full of dope, 
and this bird comes nearest to 
being what we want.” 

\t this, another’s voice butted in. 


th 

never figured anything 
was licked that you had to 
keep running away from.” 


Chinese was sitting cross-legged 
before a little lamp, his black 
eyes shifting back and forth, his 
claw-like hands fluttering -around 
over an opium pipe. A woman 
was just rushing out of the door 
as though she were going some 
where with a definite purpose in 
mind, and two men were having 


he said. 
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a free-for-all fight directly above me. 

()ne of them was heavy and strong, and the other was 
slight and wiry, .nothing but a kid. While | looked up, 
trying to get my muscles working so I could grab a leg 
and bring hostilities down to me, the kid worked some 
sort of a clever shift, flashed over a white fist and 
knocked the other bird clean into the corner. Then he 
looked down at me. 

“Can you walk?” 


MANAGED to get my muscles working and flopped 

up onto my hands and knees and then to my feet. 
When I stood up, my head seemed to split in two pieces 
and rock back and forth. 

“Yep,” | said 

He led the way to the passageway. Then | understood. 

“Come on, then The girl's gone after the gang and 
Mexican Joe'll have us marked in- 
side of another two minutes. mark 
my word.” 

| would have nodded if it hadn't 
been for my head. The kid didn't 
need to tell me. I knew all about 
that border stuff. We started for 
the passageway. 

He knew the way; I didn’t. It’s 
a good thing it was that way. i 
couldn't have kept on my feet if 
it hadn’t been for his arm steady 
ing me. At last we got out- 
side, after going through fif- 
teen or twenty different turns 
and twists and doors. The 
cold air braced me a bit, but | 
had an awful head. 

He started to slip away. I 
stopped him. 

“You can't get back over the 
border now. It must be after 
nine o'clock. Mexican Joe’ll 
have a knife in you before to- 
morrow morning, if you stay 
on here in town.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

1 could feel his arm move up 
and down, careless-like. 


‘ | DON’T care. Just as 
soon go that way as any 
other.” 

The voice sounded dead 
sort of lifeless. 

I'd left my saddle-horse and 
pack burros out on the border 
of town, and | knew Ah Gee, 
the old Chinese grocer, would 
have them all packed with 
provisions, and be waiting for 
me. I'd played wise and paid 
him for a grub-stake before | 
started into the Red Front. 
I'd been in Mexicali before. 

“Come on with me,” I told 
this kid. “I'll hide you out 
for a while, and I've got a 
prospect that'll make you some- 
thing better than wages.” 

He didn’t seem anxious to 
come, but he didn’t protest. I 
figured it out that the dope was 
getting cold in his system and 
that he was groggy. I figured 


Ard all ot a sudden I began to understand the way she felt about the whole matter. 


it right, too, for he sneaked off while | was getting the 
packs strufig together, and then came back in a minute 
or two, full of pep. I didn’t say anything. 

(ne of the packs | cached with Ah Gee. It left a 
burro that could be ridden. The saddle-horse, | turned 
over to the kid. 1 figured he wouldn't know much about 
riding. My head was getting clearer every minute. He 
was the one that'd be having the worst of it inside of a 
couple of hours, but he didn’t realize it. The dope was 
working, and I had a hard time to keep him on the 
horse and leave me with the burro. 

Riding a walking horse in the dark is a hard thing 
to do. The horse plods along slowly and steadily, and the 
darkness comes in on all sides, 
keeping a man hemmed in 
with a black cloak that fol- 
lows right along with the 
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You can’t see any scenery to keep your eyes and 


horse. 
mind busy; the trail beneath the horse is just a blur of 
grayish white, and minutes get to seem like haurs. 

The kid in front must have been hitting the dope pretty 


steady. He talked a lot. 
| learned his name was Sidney Gleason and that he 
was from the East, and I learned all about every nook 
and hole in the wall south of the United States and north 
of Mexico City where a man could get hop. I didn’t 
learn a blessed thing about what part of the East the 
kid came from, who his folks were, or where he'd been 
educated. | filed all that away as a significant fact and 
went on minding my own business and seeing that the 

pack train kept straight. 

By sun-up the kid was a wreck, and 


an hour after that, I had to stop and give him a rest. 
We didn't get into the prospect until that afternoon, and 
it had become pretty hot before we got there, too. The kid 
had a fever and | put him on a cot, wound a wet rag 
around his head and unloaded the packs. 

That night he did a lot of raving. 


HERE was some dope in his coat, and | took charge 

of it. | could see from the way he had ridden, he was 
a tenderfoot. He'd been all around the towns in Mexico, 
but he hadn't been out of sight of an automobile or 
wagon road very far. 1 guess he’d done most of his 
traveling by boat up and down the coast, hitting anland on 
the wagon roads. He sure knew a lot about some parts 
of Mexico. 

I took the horse down the hill a half a mile or so to a 
little spring. The burros I led back in the sage. They 
could take care of themselves, and I figured I could find 
them when | needed them. I was commencing to geta plan. 

Next morning when the kid had come down to earth 
so he could talk sense, | held a confab with him. 

“Look here, Sidney, you and | can't put our noses in 
Mexicali again for a while. That means we've got to 
swing down to Ensefiada for provisions, but it also means 
we've got to lie low for a while. You're a snow bird 
an’ there’s no use being sensitive about tt. You've saved 
my life and I’ve got to do what I can to save 
yours. If there was any way of getting a 
fresh supply of coke that didn't leave us wide 
open to danger, I'd get it. I’m no reformer. 
But we're in here and can’t get out without 
running the risk of getting killed by Joe's 
bunch. We know too much and we got the 
best of him—thanks to you—and Joe can’t sit 
quiet and let us get away with it. 

“Now all that’s leading up to the fact that 
I've taken your dope and you've got to taper 
off. It'll be four or five weeks before it’s safe 
to even go into Ensefiada or try making it back 
across the border.” 

He looked at the floor, silent and sullen. 

“All right. Gimme a pinch now.” 

I suspected he’d had some in the night. 
didn’t seem so very fidgety. 

“Not yet,” I said. 

He acted quick, that boy. Before I knew 
what he was doing, he had an axe and was 
making a vicious swing at my head. He was 
clean nutty from too much dope the day before 
and fearing he was going to get it taken away 
from him. 

I got the axe away from him. 

“Damn you!” he stormed, “I don’t want to 
taper off, and I don’t want to go through the 
aell of trying to quit. The game isn't worth 
it, and I can’t quit. I’ve tried it before.” 


He 


SAT tight. I had to. He only had 
enough for three or four days on full 
rations. 
The next three weeks were simply hell. Twice he 
tried to kill me and blamed near made it stick the last 
time. Once he started out on foot across the desert, and 


‘he'd gone far enough to get his tongue swollen before 


I caught him with the horse. He’d started after dark, 
and I had a hard time catching up after it got light 
enough to read the trail. 

Finally, | licked it. Gradually, he commenced to put 
on weight and to get a spring into his step. He was 
jumpy and morose for a while, but he finally worked out 
of it. I gave him a half interest in the mine, and put the 
loads back in the six gun. That [Turn to page 112] 
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How 


The Pastor of the Great Calvary Baptist Church of 


New York City Gives Impression 


of Homen Who Become the Abject Slaves of Fashion 


ULTIEPUDES of American women to- 
day seem to be simply fashion-mad. 
They can be rightly classified as slaves 


to “style”. I have no quarrel with woman’s 
laudable desire to make herself as attractive 
and beautiful as possible; but the trouble at the 
present hour is that many women have de- 
parted from the standards laid down in the 
Bible in connection with woman’s dress, and 
the customs that prevailed in the earlier his- 
tory of our country, and today are making dress 
a fetish and “style” a god. No matter how 
extreme or hideous the fashions may be, such 
women will have them or die! Observant pas- 
tors and well-informed social and reform 
workers know that it is literally true that many 
girls -both among the so-called “‘fashionable” 
sets, and their apes within the ranks of the 
factory and shop girls—seem ready to surrender 


their very souls in order 


isterial interference,” or Puritanical prudery! 

1 am well aware that there are some today 
who do thus challenge the right of any man to 
discuss woman’s dress, even though he may 
be one whose life-calling makes him a moulder 
of public opinion and a conservator of moral 
ideals. The position is taken by this school of 
thought that what a woman wears or doesn’t 
wear is her own affair alone, and no one else has 
any business to interfere. One young woman, 
writing recently in one of our papers, asked, 
with considerable asperity: 

“Why should men be permitted to tell us 
how to dress? 

“Why should women always have to protect 
their ‘feelings’? 

“Why are not men made to control these 
‘feelings’ gust as women are? 

“Why should the fact-that a girl has legs arouse 
the wrong kind of impulses 
in a man?’ Does he think 


to keep up with the pro- 
cession of fancy dress 
Not only have many 
Protestant preachers 
spoken out on these 
questions, but the Pope, 
as head of one of the 
great branches of the 
Christian Church, ex- 
pressed himself strongly a 
little while ago concern- 


we travel on wheels? We 


He are mere human beings, 


“The street today is a vaude- 
ville show and hosiery bazar 
and statuary exhibit rolled into 
one. The variety of legs is 
absolutely appalling.” 


but we have just as much 
feelings as men do, and 
we can be just as emotional, 
but we have been taught 
to control these feelings be- 
cause they are wrong; but 
men have always let their 
feelings control them, and 
now they blame it on wo- 


ing the menace to morals 
seen in Overemphasis on 


the sex idea, particularly at the point of dress. 
| note with interest, also, that even so 
staid and venerable a person as Dr. Charles 
W. Eiliot has recently been sounding a warning 
against prevailing styles. 
Let no one, therefore, dismiss what I am try- 
ing to say as mere masculine vanity, or “min- 


men. 


‘THIS frankly expressed attitude is a palpable 

overworking of the idea of “personal lib- 
erty.” There are certain canons of decency 
and certain limitations which modesty, uni- 
versal custom, and the long experience of the 
human race have accepted as righteous and 


true, and the violation of these essentia! 
things is not legitimate personal liberty, 
but anarchistic individualism, whether 
it is practiced by men or women. The 
hurtfulness of these things is due to the 
fact that we are born in this world to a 
social and not a solitary existence. 
What we do, therefore, as individuals, 
in the exercise of our “liberty,” may 
profoundly harm, by its wrong ex- 
ample, our fellow mortals. Some of 
those who attended one of the “‘Four 
Arts Balls” in Paris, for example— 
both men and women—elected, we are 
told, to exercise their “personal lib- 
erty” by appearing upon the ball-room 
floor and dancing in a condition of 
absolute nudity; and there are people, it 
is said, in Germany, who have decided 
to abolish all clothing—-men and women 
adorning themselves only in happy 
smiles and good intentions! 


F WE are ready to allow personal 
liberty and the “rights” of sex to 
run to such ridiculous extremes as that, 
then we may as well make up our minds 
to sink back into savagery in other 
ways as well as in our ways of dress; but 
if there are established standards of 
decency and laws of modesty, then the 
time has come when the truth should 
be boldly stated and very definite 
steps taken to protect the race from 
the silliness and shame of foolish fads. 

Just a few years ago when bustles were all the 
rage, the fastidious maiden would have laughed 
you to scorn had you suggested a change; yet 
it was but a short time before new tendencies 
became operative in the style world, and the 
bustle began to dwindle, while, at the same 
time, the tops of the sleeves began to swell. 
The faster the bustle dwindled the more 
rapidly: the sleeves enlarged. The ladies stopped 
trying to float with a balloon attached at the 
back and tried them at the shoulders. The 


“big sleeve girl” was the idol of the hour, and 
the entive geography of the mysterious female 
costume had to be rewritten! 

Then, suddenly and without warning either 
to artistic sense or exhausted pocketbook, 
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the sleeve masters’ of fashion decreed that the 
big part of the sleeve must be at the bottom 
instead of the top. This necessitated another 
revolution, including the throwing away of old 
dresses and the purchase of new——much to the 
delight of dressmakers and merchants, but to 
the consternation of the fathers and husbands. 
Then came the “Merry Widow” bonnets, 
when the male half of congregations went into 
total eclipse, and the whole earth was full of the 
glory of hats “tas the waters cover the sea!” 
Then, later, instead of going out at the sides 
like the “Merry Widows” until an umbrella 
dwindled into significance beside them, the 
hats ran up and toppled over into every 
imaginable fantastic shape. And now we have 
a mixture of the two [T7urn to page 1261 
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A Story of 
Cinderella’ s 
Dream-Castle 


ARRIE’S voice ringing in my 
oe ears as though it were yesterday ! 
Our Carrie playing the shiny, oak 
piano, her head thrown back, singing 
with all the beauty of her little soul. 
How plainly I see her white lace dress 
all threaded with baby blue ribbon and a big blue ribbon 
as wide as your two hands on the back of her coal black 
hair ! 

And beside her, his brown thatch of hair bent over 
his violin, was her brother David, playing until the 
strings seemed to be sobbing out the happiness that was 
in my heart. 

I can feel the touch of Andrew’s hand on mine, tender 
and gentle, with his wonderful understanding. How 
vividly it all stands out, back to the time . . . 

Pop wouldn't ever allow me in the saloon in the day- 
time. “No place for a good girl,” he would grunt in 
his mixture of gutteral German and English. Not that 
I wanted to be there. But every morning before the 
break of day I had to carry in a pail of boiling soap and 
water and scrub the place down before the night shift 


men from the mill began coming in tor their beef. 

One morning, I was only twenty then, some men came 
pushing through the doors before I had finished. In their 
arms they carried a boy, his legs and arms all dangling 
and sprawly, his eyelids rolled back so that his eyes 
showed white and staring. Ice clung to his clothes and 
his hair, and the sides of his blue-white face dripped 
with water. 

Pop came rushing out from behind the bar and shoved 
over a chair. Then he got a glass of fiery whiskey and 
poured it down the boy's throat. They rolled him over 
the chair to pump the water out of him, while I stood 
there wide-eyed—frightened at death stalking so close 
to me. After another glass of whiskey his eyes began 
to flicker. 

An ambulance came dashing up, the horses steaming 
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Pop was too 
stunned to 
speak. Fora 
moment he 
just stared at 
us—both so 
scared we 
didn’t know 
what we were 
doing. 


from their run, their feet clattering on the icy cobble- 
stones. They put coats around him and put him in the 
back, and the ambulance went bouncing and rolling off 
to St. Marie’s Hospital on the hill. 

When Pop returned one of the men said, “The damn 
fool, he was tryin’ to cross Compton’s Creek on the ice. 
Went through in the middle and Ed there fished him 
out with a plank.” 

I edged over closer, and Pop saw me standing there 
with my eyes staring. He roared at me like a sea-lion, 
and I went scampering back into the house, dragging 
my shawl and scrub-bucket with me. 

That was the first time I ever saw Andy, and all that 
night-I could see him stretched out like a broken doll, 
all dangling and covered with icicles, and it sent me into 
little oaroxysms of trembling, until my teeth chattered 


and my sister poked me with her elbow 
and whined, “Lay still, Ivy!” 

For the next few days I kept think- 
ing about him, and finally I sidled up 
to one of the men who helped carry 
him in and said, “Say, mister, did that 


ig 


fellow that nearly drowned get wel 

He looked me over from my head 
to my feet while I stood there suffused 
with color and embarrassment. Final- 
ly he answered, “Su-u-ure! He’s back 
at work.” 

For some reason I was awfully glad 
all that day. 

But I didn’t have much time to think 
about the boy, with making beds, and 

mops and washtubs and scrubbing 

brushes. 

Our house was sort of glued on 
the back of the saloon, a dismal 
weather-beaten old shack that 
smelled and creaked in every joint. 
There were eight rooms, and Pop 
rented five of them to men from the 
mills. And he boarded them in our 

kitchen. 
Saturdays after they had been paid, they 
would give Pop their board and whatever 
else they owed him for the week. Then he would ask 
them to have a drink. When they left at night they had 
spent their last penny and Pop would carry them through 
another week, so they never got away from him. 

Sometimes they would try to kiss me on the back-stairs 
or catch me in one of their rooms cleaning up. Their 
very touch made the goose-flesh rise all over my body. 
but there wasn’t any use of my trying to tell Pop. He 
would only blame me. 

Mom and Sadie and I had to do all the work. We 
scrubbed and cooked and washed and slaved from morn- 
ing until night with seldom a rest. I could see Mom 
fading and dying before my very eyes, driven to her 
grave with curses and unkindness, but she stolidly kept 
on, never complaining. 

I can still smell the stench of whiskey-breaths and 
see cruel eyes leering at me. How detested all of 
them and how futile seemed my hate! 


HEN one morning I was carrying a bucketful of 

soapy water across the saloon. Pop was out in the 
back cleaning up the bottles when the front door swung 
open and the boy who had nearly drowned walked in, 
biowing on his fingers, his coat wrapped tight around his 
shivering body. He looked at me curiously for an instant 
and then said, “Good morning!” 

That was the first surprise, because most of the men 
greeted me with “Gimme a beer” or “ ’Lo, kid!” 

I said, “Good morning !” and smiled ever so slightly. 

He ‘smiled back and said, “Could I get a cup of 
coffee ?” 

Just then Pop appeared in the doorway and said, 
“Chust a minute, my poy,” and I went on with my work.’ 
But all the time I was watching him out of the corner of 
my eye and thinking how grand and nice he was with 
his way of taJking and his serious face. 

After that, he got the habit of coming in each morn- 
ing, and you can bet that I was always there waiting. 
Pop was surprised, I guess, because usually he had to 
bellow at me to: get me out of bed to finish up before 
the men began crowding in for coffee. 

“I began to live for that little smile and “good morn- 
ing.” And somehow just knowing him and seeing him 
each day seemed to make lifé something besides a con- 
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Nothing to do but 

brace ourselves and 

look forward. Yester- 

day’s troubles were 

nothing; it was the 

uncertain dread of 
the future. 


tinual drudgery. I could work with more interest. 
If I could only get him to talk to me! I began spend- 
ing time in front of the cracked old mirror in my room 
each morning, trying to find some way to get him to 
notice me. Other girls had beaus who took them on 
trolley rides and down to the little park in Elizabeth on 
Sundays, and one of the boarders had taken Sadie to 
New York one time. I began to dream about getting 
on the ferry boat, the big one Sadie told me about that 
ran across the harbor from St. George, Staten Island, 
to New York. It was a long ride, more than ten miles, 
and right near the ferry slip was a place where they had 
all kinds of fish in tanks—an aquarium, they called it. 


| FIXED my hair all pretty each morning, like Sadie 
fixed hers, and one day I put on her plaid waist. 
Then | threw an old shawl over me so that Mom 
wouldn't notice. And that was the one morning he 
didn't come in! When Mom saw the waist she gave 
me a cuff on the ear, but she helped me get it off before 
Sadie saw me. 


Then | met him outside the saloon. He was all 
dressed up in a nice suit of clothes, and a white turn- 
down collar and stiff hat. Honest, I'd never seen any- 
thing as wonderful looking in all my life. 
tle looked so fine I felt ashamed of my saggy, old 
woolen skirt and waist. His quick, serious 
smile flashed over his face when he saw me. 
My heart climbed up into my throat and 
choked me, and | was afraid | was 
going to have something go wrong 
with me from the burning in my 
face. | stammered out, “Hello!” and 
then ran away when the very thing 
| had been praying for was hap- 
pening to me—ran away because | 
was so happy that he even noticed 
me! 

But the next morning he came up 
to me and asked me if I wanted to 
go down to his church that night to 
an ice cream social! Oh! 
I just looked into his eyes 
and began to shake my head 
from side to side, trying to 
say that | would be de- 
lighted, but | was so eager 
that I couldn't get out a 
word, and he thought | 
meant no. Then I finally 
blurted out: 


“TLL be awful glad to go, 
if Mom will let me.” 

I ran and asked her, and 
she dropped the pan she 
was scouring and looked at 
me for a moment with her 
hands on her hips. 

“Oh, please, Mom,” | 
begged. 

A soft little light came 
into her eyes and she gave 
me a pat on the head and 
sighed. 

“Yes, if you'll get your work all 

done. But what on earth are you 

going to wear? Oh, Ivy, if 1 could only 
get you some things——” 

““Maybe Sadie would let me wear—” | began. 

“No,” Mother said emphatically. “That'll 

just start her off, and then Pop will get mad and 

won't let you go.” 

All day long | polished and scrubbed and rubbed with 
a willingness that drew little surprised looks from Sadie. 
After supper Mom went in her room for a few minutes 
and then called me. I went in and found her best 
skirt and waist lying out on the bed for me to wear, and 
her best hat and coat. 

| got fixed up and was all ready when Andy came. 
My, but | was proud of myself! 

jut when I got down to the church and saw the others 
with their beautiful clothes and hats, I felt like a scare- 
crow. My feet and hands got in each other’s way, and 
my hat wouldn't stay on straight, and Mom’s skirt kept 
slipping around so that it hung down “in the front and 
up in the back. I had never been so happy in all my life, 
and | had never been so miserable. 

We walked home through two.inches of snow. Andy 
held to my arm and helped me over the crossings just 
like | was a rich lady or a queen. And he told me he 
got six dollars a week over at the mill and didn't drink 
or smoke and had almost two hundred dollars laid by. 
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\nd his suit cost twelve dollars and his shoes three! 
| hadn't closed my eyes when Mom called me the 


next morning. All night long | could feel the pressure 
of his hand on my arm and see his dark eyes smiling 
into mine so seriously and so wonderingly. I hopped 
out of bed and rushed down to be there when he came 
in for his morning cup of coffee. He helped me carry 
ihe pail of soap-suds back to the kitchen. Pop stood 
there with his eyes a little wide, his mouth slightly open, 
his hands on his hips. 

That was just the beginning! The next Sunday after 
dinner we did take the ferry, right across the harbor, 
and when I timidly said I had heard about the Aquarium, 
Andy smiled and said he knew a better place than that 
to go. We took a horse-car to Fourteenth Street, and 
what if grand people with beautiful clothes did come 
driving down the street in their fine carriages! I envied 
not one of them that day! 

We went down Fourteenth Street and into a building 
where they had all sorts of the most marvelous things 
| had ever seen—have ever seen to this day. There 
was a group in wax of the assassination of President 
l.incoln, and down in the basement was a chamber of 
horrors—people having their heads chopped off, and one 
heing crushed by an elephant. They looked so real 
that they frightened me. I felt Andy’s arm steady 
against me-as | leaned a little closer to him and he 
looked down into my eyes, so seriously and so tenderly. 

We stopped in the Aquarium, too, and saw all the 
funny fish swimming around in little tanks. Then Andy 
read all the signs to me, because most of the words I 
couldn't pronounce—and I guess he couldn't either, only 
he pretended that he could. 

We got a little lunch in the ferry house, and when 
we started back the sun was setting right in the harbor, 
throwing green and gokl lights across the water. 
We rode all the way over on the deck, and Andy 
took my hand and sat so straight that | thought 
his high turn-down collar hurt him. Qn the 
way over | counted up, and he had spent 
a dollar and twenty cents, not counting 
the trolley ride. 

That worried me a little, but 
nothing could dim the happiness 
in my heart. 


HE rest of that winter 

was just a dream. What 
did I care if I did have to 
scrub until my hands were 


blistered and my __ back 
ached like a_ toothache? 
Just as surely there 


would be a day after each 
night, | could count on a 
smile and a few words with 
Andy each morning. In the 
spring we took long walks 
out through the woods every 
Sunday, and Andy carried a 
little book with descriptions 
and pictures of different 
kinds of birds. We would 
sit for hours in the woods, 
waiting for a bird to come 
near. How our hearts beat 
with excitement as we would 
note the coloring and then 
scan the pages to identify 
the bird! 

Simple pleasure, perhaps, but how glorious to me! 
And some Sundays Andy would bring a book with 


him and he would read to me. One Sunday, it was May, 
Andy read me the story of Cinderella. When he got 
through I said, “Do you suppose anything like that 
could really happen to a girl like me, Andy? I don't 
mean the slipper part’—there were tears in my eyes 
“T mean that something could come along and take me 
away from Pop's, so far away that | wouldn't ever see 
it again?” 

He looked puzzled for a minute, and then he said: 

“T want to take you away when | can, Ivy. Maybe it 
won't be a palace or anything near it, but I want to get 
enough money to have a little house, one that I know 
of over on Staten Island, with a little yard, and———" 


COULDN'T keep back the joy that bubbled in my 

heart. That would be a palace! 

“That would be the most wonderful palace im all the 
world, Andy. Why—oh, Andy, are you telling me you 
love me—, are you, Andy?” I asked. 

“Yes, Ivy, I do love you so much that every minute 
I'm away from you I’m wishing for you and wanting to 
take you away from that ¥ 

“Hole,” I helped him. “Please, oh, please take me 
away as quick as you can. Sometimes I think I can't 
go through another day of it—it’s just you, Andy, and 
thinking of you that makes life worth while at all, dream- 
ing of you and praying for you, too, Andy.” 

“Would you mind if we didn’t have much at first 7” 
he asked. 

[Turn to page 130] 


Back home once more’ 

No place in all the 

world could be so beau- 
tiful to us! 
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“Don’t talk to me about quittin’!”’ I told him. 


ARISTOCRAT 


He Never Forgot His Family— but Once 


E WERE all sitting down in Uncle Dan’s boat- 

house. There was plenty of room, for the 
" boat was out at the cove, anchored with the 
others and ready for the night trip. Uncle Dan doesn’t 
happen to have any nephews or nieces, on account of his 
only brother getting killed in the Boer War and not 
heing married before that, but everyone called him 
Uncle Dan for some reason or other. 

It was a drizzling day, and no good for. farming, so 
we sat around and whittled and smoked and told stories 
and asked questions and generally got along in a com- 
fortable way. 

I wasn't talking very much. Nothing to say just then, 


and my pipe needed attention. But I was thinking 
a lot of Uncle Dan’s girl, Hilda. She had got amazingly 
pretty lately, and—well, she had got so amazingly pretty 
that I thought about it. 
There’s a lot of gossip, of course, in a man’s way about 
le who come and go around here. They were just 
remarking that there was a spindly guy from the city 
staying over at Amos Andrews’ place, and some of them 
chuckled when the door began to slide and the city man 
came in. 
He was certainly spindly, all right! His legs were 
skinny, and he was tall and thin, and he had one of 
those unsuspected moustaches somewhere on his upper 
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lip. That moustache had hard riding when he talked, 
and we all used to watch it. 

Well, he came in with his nice clothes all neat. and we 
invited him to sit on a tar bucket, so he spread a hand- 
kerchief and sat, and took a cigarette out and lit up. 

“Poor weather we're having !”" he says, after a pause. 

“We was talkin’ of sendin’ it back!” said Uncle Dan, 
solemnly pulling at his pipe when he finished and looking 
hard at the roof. 


HE city fellow waited a bit, but nobody laughed, 
and he smiled sort of skimpy, as if he hated to 
waste it, and tried again. 

“Are you all fishermen?” 

“Only part o’ each o’ us!” 

“Well,” said the fellow from the city, 
Casse, from New York!” 

Nobody said anything to that, just waiting, and then 
Uncle Dan gave a grunt, and we all slid lower and got 
ready to enjoy ourselves, because he always grunts when 
he’s up to mischief. 

“I’m myself,” he said, 
here !”’ 

He led that city man along until he got 
him talking about his ancestors, then 
turned him loose and let him speak his 
piece, and three of us had to go out and 
stay out, or “bust” with the laughter. 

Seems that this city fellow is num- 
ber four in his father’s business, 


drawled Uncle Dan. 
“I’m Henri du 


“from right 


which his great grand-daddy, his 
grand-daddy, and his father had run. 
Near as we could make out, it was 
some kind of a factory, and worth a 
lot of money, and he wouldn’t even 
talk to us, only he was sort of 
lonely, and said that he sup- 


posed nobody else around 
there could count back their 
ancestors for very far. 


HEN four more of us had 
to get out. It was too rich! 

But I stuck. held myself, 
and Uncle Dan kept him going 
good, fanning up the dying 
ember, as it were, whenever 
he started to lag. Then by and 
by he got him to say, out and 
out, that he was an aristocrat. 

Then Jim, Amos Andrews’ 
brother, got up and tottered 
out, and there was only the 
' skinny city man, Uncle Dan, 
and myself. Finally, it seemed 
that he wanted to talk with 
Uncle Dan alone, but Uncle 
Dan didn't tell me to get, so 
I stuck, wondering if there 
was going to be a fight when 
Jim taunted Amos Andrews’ 
wife with sheltering an aristo- 
crat—a thing she loathed. 

When this city fellow saw 
that | was stuck for good, and 
not knowing that I stuck to see the show out, on account 
of his not knowing yet just how much he was stuck to 
that tar bucket, he spoke right out in my face to Uncle 
Dan, and asked if he was Hilda’s father. 

“Yep!” said Uncle Dan, but his eyes stopped being 


vague. 
“Nice looking girl!” said the Aristocrat. “I'd like to 


live over at your house! I crave good company. See?” 

Uncle Dan looked quickly at me, and I settled back 
and put my hands in my pockets where the fists weren't 
noticeable; and wondered why I had got mad so all-of- 
a-sudden, when he had only said that she was pretty. 
But I guess it was the way he said it that counted a lot. 

Well, Uncle Dan said he didn’t think it could be 
managed, because he had no room, and the Aristocrat 
sneered, and said that maybe one of the three boys could 
board out for a while. Then it was my turn to look 
quickly at Uncle Dan, but the old pirate was ready by 
now, and just snorted. 

“I suppose you're sort of interested in Hilda?” said 
Uncle Dan. 

‘“‘Er—why—that is—deuced pretty girl, you know !” 
said the Aristocrat, wriggling a little. “But—er—I— 
er—nothing serious in my attentigns, you know! I have 
to think of my family!” 

Uncle Dan and I "dike another look at one another, 
each of us a big man with the nose of a hawk, big-boned, 
hard-muscled, and close-mouthed [Turn to page 134| 


And then all I could say was, ‘‘The Bay is pretty today— 
dear!”’ and we lapsed into another silence. 
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‘That Caxton 


JOAN, 


Wherein Danny Signs Away His Life 
Under Pressure of the Torture That Never Ceases 


Mother and Dad were both there. ‘I want—I must go to 
see Joan now, Mother.’’ 
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to my ears and then a slow swish, swish, like 
waves lapping against a wall of stone. 

| was only half-conscious and too tired to open my 
eyes. The sounds drifted off into the distance as though 
a door had heen closed upon them. Then, with voices 
intermingled, they became 
louder. Loud, pleading, 
cursing voices, and I 
squirmed uneasily, trying to 
shut them out. 

If 1 could only sleep for- 
ever! 

I stretched out my body 
and felt aching pains, like 
the ones after the first day 
of football practice at 
Princeton. I crossed one 
arm over my eyes and 
groaned aloud in protest. 

Wouldn't they ever let me 
sleep ? 

Slowly I opened my eyes 
as the measured swish, 
swish came closer, like tired 
feet on concrete—tired feet 
pulling a burden. 

Steel bars! A million of 
them that reached from the 
ceiling to the concrete floor 
below me. | sat up, clutch- 
ing at my throat, which had 
gone suddenly dry and 
parched. A little moan of 
anguish came from my lips 
at the pains that racked my 
head. 

There was a little table 
beside the cot on which | 
was lying and on it was an 
agate pitcher and an agate 
cup. ln a moment I tipped 
the pitcher and gulped two 
cups of the soothing water, hardly stopping to breathe. 

The effort made me gasp with pain, and I sank back half 
exhausted. My hands went to my head and | felt band- 
ages. Then I remembered: Leon Barnes . . . on the beach 
.. . the two men on the road at night . . . Joan! 

Would they begin again? I felt a nausea steal over 
me at the thought of the little brute with the cruel mauth 
and the rest of them with their fierce, relentless question- 
ing ; their faces down close to mine, sneering, taunting. 


\ SOFT tinkling, like the jangle of tiny bells, came 
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1 found her just as I had left her, with that wistful expression. 


The terrible torture of those thoughts! I tried to shut 
out the vision of those hours and hours of questioning, 
threatening. Then | remembered that | had confessed ; 
that I had signed my name on a piece of paper. 

Confessed to shooting and killing Judson Caxton in 
the center of Soundview before a dozen people the day 
before, or the week before, or a hundred years before! 

The horror of those first few minutes when I awoke 
and realized that I was in jail, a confessed murderer! 
No one could ever know the frightful tetror of my 
muddled brain. My thoughts raced in mad circles. 

I felt that I would lose control of myself and go 
shrieking about my little cell, beating my hands against 
the bars. It couldn't be true! God didn’t let things 
like this happen in life. It was just a hideous nightmare 
that would pass, and the family would laugh when I 
told them about it at breakfast in the morning. 

Then my hand went to the bandages on my head. It 
hurt when I pressed. There was no doubt that it was 
real. Life was over just when it 
had begun, just when I had found 


about Joan, life didn’t matter much, anyway. Nothing 
in the world could be worth much if Joan wasn't real 
and good. Joan! With eyes like blue-bells touched with 
morning dew, full of compassion, fear and love. 

Would it mean anything to her that I was caged up 
like a rat in a trap because I had learned to love her? 
Would she care now? And my family with their fine 
traditions and their loyalty to each other? Where were 
they now when I needed them more than | had ever 
needed them before or ever would again? And Rolly— 
where was Rolly? Hadn't we pledged our friendship 
for so long as we lived? 


LAY there torturing myself, moaning aloud in my 

anguish. Then footsteps stopped before my cell. Keys 
tinkled and one grated in the lock. The bolt rasped 
back and someone shuffled in beside me. 

I kept my eyes tightly closed, feigning sleep, and in 
another moment the door clanged shut again and the 
key shot the lock back in place. 
But in a few more minutes it 


Joan. 

Well, no one would ever be able 
to say I hadn’t played the game! 
I dug my nails deep into the palms 
of my hands and gritted my teeth 
until my jaws ached to keep back 
the tears that streamed into my 
eyes, Saying over and over to my- 
self, “Don’t be a cry baby—smile, 
damn you, smile!” 


Wanderlust! 


One of the weirdest true 

stories that Smart Ser 

has ever found starts in 
this issue—page 20. 


opened again. I looked up and 
saw two men in uniform, one in 
the dull blue of a keeper and the 
other in the white uniform of a 
prison doctor. I looked into the 
doctor’s eyes. He smiled at me 
and said: 

“It’s all right, young man.” 

He gave my hand a pat, and [ 
tried to smile back at him to show 
-that I wasn't afraid. 


After what Barnes had said 
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I nodded my head. He took my pulse and then put 
a powder in the agate cup with some water, saying 
brusquely, “See what this does for you.” And to the 
keeper, “Get this boy some broth and see that he doesn’t 
gulp it down too fast.” 

Then he turned back to me and began taking the 
bandages off my head. 

“Got you in a pretty bad place, haven't they, son?’ he 
said good-naturedly. 

I tried to smile and shake my head, but I only winced 
in pain. 

“Hurt you?” 

“Like the devil,” I 
tried to say, but no 
sound came and my 
teeth just chattered 
together and my 
throat crackled when 
I tried to speak aloud 

“I’m going to sened 
you over to the hos- 
pital for a couple of 
days,” he said. “But 
first | want to get you 
fixed up before your 
father comes in to see 
you. You want to 
keep a stiff upper lip, 
because he’s in pretty 
bad shape himself.” 

Dad! How could I 
ever look into his 
eyes? Dear Dad! In 
bad shape, too, and 
here I'd been worry- 
ing about myself. I caught my 
breath in a little gasp as I real- 
ized what it would all mean to 
him, and to Mother. Oh. if 
I could only have spared her! 

“What are they going to do 
to me?” I managed to ask the 
doctor when. he snapped his 
bag shut and got to his feet. 

He looked down at me nar- 
rowly for a moment and then 
patted me on the shoulder and 
said, “Never give up till you're 
licked, boy! Just put yourself in 
shape to make a good fight now and 
forget everything else. Nothing is ever 
quite as bad as it seems!” 

The jailer came in and brought me a bowl 
of chicken broth, and the doctor stood there to 
watch me while I ate it. 

“That’s the boy!” he said. “Keep that up and you'll 
come around in fine shape.” 


FTER I had watched the little iron door down the 
aisle for what seemed hours, I saw Dad come hur- 
rying through it. The jailer opened my cell and then 
Dad was down on one knee beside my cot, his head 
buried on my shoulder. Dad, always so strong and 
important and confident, crying on my shoulder! His 
shoulders seemed to quiver, but no sound came from his 
lips. A terrible rage crept over me and I wanted to 
jump to my feet and go screaming down the corridor 
and out into the open and tell all the world that I was 
innocent. 
But I steadied myself and, using the doctor’s words, 


said: 


“Still pretty much done up, aren’t you?” he said. 


“Nothing is ever quite as bad as it seems, Dad.” 

At that Dad seemed to stiffen, and in another few 
moments he sat down on the edge of the cot and put his 
arms about my shoulders. “You bet it isn't, Danny! 
Don’t you worry, Danny. We'll have you out of here in 
jig order. But we won't-go into that now until you are 
on your feet and feel a little more fit.” 

For a moment he was silent, his mouth twitching 
nervously. Then he burst out. 

“The dirty dogs! Why, we didn’t even know that 
you had been accused until you had been missing for a 
day and a half, and the morn- 
ing papers came out with your 
confession. They'll pay for it, 
too—making you talk without 
any counsel! I’ve got men 
after the governor and I'll go 
to Washington with it if I 
have to!” 

I tried to smile back at Dad as 
he attempted to bolster up my 
spirits, but I knew that it was 
just talk; and I knew that he 
knew it, for I 
had confessed— 
and no one could 
pardon murder. 

‘Remember, 
Danny, you've 
got to make a 
good fight for 
your mother if 
for nothing else. 
You know she is 
the one who is 
suffering most 
and she will suf- 
fer a thousand 
times more than 
you can ever 
suffer, whatever 
happens.” 

“I know it, 
Dad,” an- 
swered. 

He _ gripped 
my shoulder with 
one of his great 
hands and 
squeezed until it 
hurt. Then he 
swung about to 
what I meant by my peculiar His eyes and 

actions around the restaurant.” Wwent stalking 

down the aisle, 

his head held high, his step firm. But when he came to 
the steps at the end, I saw him stumble and almost fall. 

Then in a few more minutes the jailer came back. 
And who was following on his heels but Rolly! | 
think I wanted to see Rolly more than anyone in all 
the world, just then, because I knew that I could really 
talk to him, and whatever I said couldn’t be dragged 
out of him with wild horses if I asked him not to tell. 

He never said a word until after he had taken my 
hand and gripped it hard. I could see the tears brim- 
ming in the corners of his eyes. Then he puckered up 


his forehead in a way I had come to know and love, and’ 


said, “You look like King Tut, with all the bandages!” 
Just that! As though I had been bumped by a street- 
car or fallen through a window! 
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That was the first time I had really been able to laugh 
since the morning on the beach, and in spite of the pain 
that went through my head I could feel the blood —_ 
ing through me again, and I seemed to gather, new life. 
| grinned and said in a whisper: 

“Did I do it, Rolly?” 

“Don’t be a damned idiot!’ he said sharply, looking 
around quickly. 

‘But did 1?” I insisted. 

“Of course you didn’t—don’t you know?” 

“No, | don't know, Rolly,” I said. “I can’t remember. 
Everything is all mixed up, and people say they saw me 
do it!” 

“You've just lét a lot of hick cops bulldoze you, Dan- 
ny,” he said. “Down in your heart you know very 


well you didn’t do it. Don’t you?” 


‘Y ES,” I answered. . “Down in my heart I’m positive 
that I didn’t, but they proved it to me.” 

“Did they beat you at all?” he asked grimly. 

“I don't think so, but they wouldn’t let me sleep for 
days, it seemed. My nerves played me tricks and my 
mind went crazy. They pounded at me until I had no 
resistance left, and no one came to help me. What’s 
more, I didn’t care much after what Joan said. Have 
you seen her, Rolly?” 

“Surest thing you know,” he grinned. He looked 
toward the jailer standing outside, then moved around 
to shut off his view and slipped an envelope into 
my hand. With hands that shook so that I could 
scarcely open it, | eagerly unfolded the note while 
Rolly said, “Steady, old fellow, it'll keep!” 

I read: 


My Danny Boy: 

Oh, dearest, if I could only write 
the things that are in my heart! But 
everything that has happened seems 
so strange and unrcal that I cannot 
straighten it out in my mind. 

| know you are innocent, Danny 
boy. Everyone must know that. 1 
have told them over and over that you 
did not do it. And I shall fight for 
you, Danny, until you are free. 

You must have courage and fight, 


dear—fight for me! 
JOAN. 


While Rolly stood over me I pressed 
Joan’s note to my lips and grinned up into 
his eyes. 
“Thought that would make you feel 
better,”’ Rolly smiled. 
Then the jailer came in and chased 
Rolly out, while three attendants came in 
and carried me to another part of the 
prison and put me on a cot in the hos- 
pital ward. 
All I can remember of the next few 
days is a jumble in my mind. My 
own lawyers questioned and instructed 
me until the very sight of them made 
my mind whirl in dizzy circles. The 
District Attorney came to question me, 
bringing physicians to examine me. 
And through it all Rolly came with 
little notes of cheer from Joan that gave me new life and 
made the blood sing in my veins. Never once did she 
mention Judson Caxton, but I knew the horror of what 
she was going through, by the uw written lines in her 
letters. 


Then one morning one of my lawyers came rushing to 
my cell and told me that I had been ordered into court 
within an hour! He tried to instruct me in a few 
minutes, muddling my mind worse than ever. 

I was almost in a trance when they led me through ¢cor- 
ridors into the glaring light of the court-room. The judge 
was on the bench in a black robe that sent shivers creep- 
ing down my spine as | sank into [Turn to page 137] 
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From the beginning I 
understood—Gayle was 
so good, so sweet, so 

kind! 


T IS now five years since it happened. And not 
until yesterday had | for a moment considered 
passing my story on. One of my neighbors made 

a very bold remark about the unbelievable things that 
somebody told her—all based on a coincident. | 
wanted to tell her my story; I wanted to tell her what 
happened in the Michigan Central Station in Detroit five 
years ago; I wanted to—but let me start at the begin- 
ning. 

Six years ‘ago, I was a girl of seventeen. | lived 
in the small town of Jackson, Michigan. My mother 
had died when I was a baby, and my father married 
again when I was fourteen. 

It was partly the old story of a disagreeable stepmother 
that was the beginning of my troubles. She did not like 
me, and took no pains to conceal her dislike. 

And so, at the age of seventeen, I yielded to the urg- 
ing of my sweetheart, Paul Gray, and married him to 
escape my stepmother’s abuse. I really loved Paul, but 
we had not intended marrying for a few years yet, be- 


The Story 


= of a Woman 


ho Didn't Want 


“A | to Be a 
Stumbling Block 


cause he wished to study art in the city, and had not 
yet secured a very good position in Jackson. Paul's 
earnings were small, and we knew that we would have 
to economize in every way, so that he could follow 
his greatest ambition, which was to be able to study 
under one of the great masters in the city. We hoped 
to save enough the first year of our marriage to enable 
us to move the following year to Detroit, which was 
the nearest city. Had we carried out this plan, I would 
not now be writing this story. 

For a time we managed, living in a tiny cottage on 
the edge of our town. 

Then came the day when Paul came home to me with 
despair in his dear eyes. He had lost his position 
through no fault of his own. His employer had simply 
discharged him to make room for the son of a friend 
of his. Paul was very downhearted, saying he cou'd 
not hope to get as good: a position anywhere else in 
Jackson, and rents were so high in Detroit that we 
could not afford to move there. I was greatly worried, 
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for I did not like to have my husband feel that.I was 
holding him back from what might be a brilliant career 
as an artist. He had natural talent and high hopes of 
some day being able to earn a comfortable living, per- 
haps even luxuries, by means of his great gift. 

Suddenly, 1 knew what I must do. For the sake of 
his ambition, his hopes, I must let my husband go to 
the city alone! 

It would not be for long, I persuaded myself to believe. 
Unhampered by domestic responsibilities, he would be 
free to put every moment into his studies, and would 
have a better chance for a steady rise to fame and 
fortune. 

So I reasoned, never counting the temptations which 
may beset a man confronted by loneliness and disap- 
pointment. I knew that I could get back my old position 
as clerk at Donaldson’s Dry Goods Store and could, with 
the money Paul could spare to send me, get along nicely 
until such time as he could send for me to join him. 

At first, Paul would not listen to my plan, insisting 
that he would never go to Detroit without me. However, 
when | pictured to him how proud and glad I should 
be to come to him when he had made a name for himself, 
he reluctantly consented to do as I urged. Two days 
later, with many fond embraces and assurances that our 
separation would not be for long, my husband left for 
Detroit. As the train pulled out from the station and 


Paul, standing on the rear platform, waved a last fare- 
well to me, my heart sank suddenly, and for a moment 


I lost sight of the dazzling future we were so confident 
would soon be our own. It was as if some shadow of 
the darkness to come had already fallen. across my 


path. 


EASILY obtained my old position and life went on, 

although very monotonously now that I was alone. 
But I worked hard and had little time to be lonesome. 
Paul's letters, which came regularly every week, greatly 
cheered me. They were full of hope and confidence. 
He had found a cheap room near the great artist under’ 
whom he wished to study, and was already making 
progress, having taken several lessons since arriving in 
the city. 

One day, with surprise, | realized that it was three 
months since my husband had set out to make his career. 
It was on this day, when I was feeling particularly 
depressed and lonely, that I received Paul’s letter, tell- 
ing me he was coming home to see me and had some 
good news to tell me. Of course | was overjoyed, and 
thought that his “good news” was the fact that he was 
going to take me back with him. At this thought | 
breathed a sigh of relief, as the time would come when 
I could not work for a few months. For I, too, had 
some news to tell Paul! How happy he would be when 
1 told him my precious secret! 

At half-past four on the day of his arrival, I had every- 
thing in readiness to welcome him, and had dressed myself 
in the pale shade of pink which my husband had always 
thought so becoming to , 
me. How eagerly I 

[Turn to page 127) 
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SAT tonight 
| in what was 
our living- 

room. I was in the 
shadow. The moon- 
light fell upon the 
floor through the 
three windows, 
making everything 
very ethereal in 
spite of the grim 
packing - boxes, 
the crated furni- 
ture and rolled 
up rugs. 

Lucy. had come 
home for Josepha’s 
wedding. The fol- 
lowing morning 
Tom left and Lucy 
and I began pack- 
ing, and now Lucy 
was gone and Jose- 
pha and her hus- 
band were up in the 
Maine woods, hap- 
py, hope, as I once 
was, 

1, a mother of 
nearly thirty years, 
sat in the big silent 
house, almost stu- 
pidly dull from 
aching limbs and 
tired back. I folded 
my roughened 
hands, readjusting 
myself for what the 
future held for me. 
After thirty years, 
' | was alone. I had 
nothing to show for 
those years but my 
worn-out self. 

Soon I would be 
leaving this house, 
this house and our 
home, and would be 
returning to -my 
girlhood town to 
live with my sister and brother. They had urged me to 
do this!’ They had written how comfortable we three 
could be together. I had visited them long ago in the 
prosperous days, but now I would be a drifter, as many 
another woman had been who has had children who 
have married or gone away. 

It does not seem so very long since I first met William. 
I was at an Assembly dance. My older sister had made 
me a pink organdy frock. It-was all ruffled and trimmed 
with black velvet ribbon, and I wore the pink cameo 
jewelry that my mother had left me. My face was 
happy as | looked into the mirror; my hair bright and 


my complexion radiant. | 
was young and that was 
enough. 

William Emerson was 
the new architect in town. He had come to look at the 
new university building. There had been some disagree- 
ment before the completion, and the firm had sent him 
on. He was there for several weeks. 

He was tall and good-looking. He gave me more 
attention than any other girl at the dance, and sent me 
flowers the following day. Sunday he called about tea 
time. Several of the younger set had dropped in at our 
house as they always did. I could see that my sister 
was displeased. The girls all sat looking at him with 
admiring glances. Dr. Armstrong was at that time what 
my sister termed devoted to me, and my family were 
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anxious for me to marry 
him—a man of wealth. He 
came just as William was 
singing “Sweetest Story 
Ever Told” and looking at 
me. 1 was very much 
thrilled by the manner in 
which he was individualizing 
me. It was one of those 
May evenings when the air 
was fragrant with lilacs and 
spring. I seemed to be liv- 
ing in another world. 

My brother suggested 
that we all saunter down to 
the river and see his new 
sailboat. As Dr. Armstrong 
went to the telephone, Wil- 
liam caught my arm and we 
went through the French 
window across the garden 
and down to the river. A 
rose-bush caught at my 
sleeve as we made our way 
through the hedge. As I 
stooped to loosen it, another 
branch entangled itself in 
my blowy hair, and with 
unsteady fingers William 
made an effort to free me. 

Then, before I knew it, I 
suddenly found myself im- 
prisoned in his arms. 

“Do you know, dear, how lovely you 
are?” he asked when he let me draw 
away from him. 

I shook my head. I could not speak. 

Was this love—this floating about between’ 

the sky and earth as I had been doing since the dance? 
We heard laughter in the distance and made our way to 
the others. 

I was afraid that my tell-tale face would cause com- 
ment, but no one seemed to notice any change. On the 
way home, Dr. Armstrong managed to walk with me, 
and when some of the crowd started for their homes, 
someone invited William to drive him to his hotel. 


ILLIAM came frequently to see me. He never 

made friends with my family. I never knew why— 
perhaps because he was from the South. My older sister 
so worked it that I was never alone with him. Sometimes 
he would run in before noon. She would always manage 
to be on the veranda, while the family seemed to close in 
on me. My brother said I was throwing away a chance of 
a lifetime and soon the doctor would become tired of my 
flirtation with this new man. The family saw how af- 
fairs were progressing with William and me, and, with 
the hope that | would forget him, sent me to visit rela- 
tives. I never saw William alone after that night in 
the rose-hedge. I wondered if that was the way of South- 
ern men—make love to a girl and that was the end. 
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There’s Always Someone 
Who Can See the 
Clear Sky— Even 

When the Storm 

Is Blackest 


My relatives lived very beautifully, and I was having 
a gay time. My disappointment at not having seen 
William and not hearing from him was healing when 
one night, just as I was ready for a dance, the maid 
came to my room and whispered that there was a gentle- 
man in the drawing-room to see “Miss Nelle.” I thought 
perhaps it was my escort arriving early to take a short 
drive—on one of those balmy, June nights. I ran down- 
stairs into the dimly-lighted, cool room, right into 
William's arms. 

Of course, what he said to me has been said millions 
of times in millions of ways to millions of girls, but to 
me it was said for the first time to the first girl and by 
the only man in the world. I stood trembling in his 


‘arms, and then insisted that I had to go to the party. 


I had promised young Mr. Hyler I would go with him. 
My aunt and uncle had gone out to the country club for 
dinner and were coming to the dance later in the 
evening. 
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“You mean you will not break your promise?” Wil- 
liam asked, holding my hands tightly between his own. 

“No, | never have, and I will not now,” I answered. 

“Nelle, will you marry me?” he asked, smiling and 
looking right into my eyes. 

| nodded my head. 

“Will you marry me tomorrow at this time ?” 

| nodded my head again. 

“You will, for you have given me your promise and 
yoa do not break promises,” and with that | was in his 
arms again for a moment, and then he was gone. 

We were married the next night at dusk. 1| had told 
my aunt what I was going to do. Opposing her family, 
she consented, and we were married in the drawing-room 
where | had met William the night before. I seemed 
to be another girl as I went to the softly-lighted 
drawing-room, with its filmy, lace curtains, the heavy 
carpet, the grand piano that was banked with flowers, 
and the tall mirror-that was between the front windows 
in which I saw my reflected self. 

We left on the night train for the West, where my 
husband was to go into partnership with another 
young Southerner. | knew that my peo- 
ple would be displeased—and they 
were. But then, after we had 
been married a year, 
my brother sent me 
a little silver chest, 
and when Lucy 
was born, the fam- 
ily begged me to 
come home for a 
visit. 1 went, en- 
joying it very much, 

We were very 
happy those first two 
years. We had 4 
little cottage in a 
new Western town. 
With the help of a 
young darky girl, I 
did all there was to 
do. I was young. 
and the world was 
a very rosy place in 
which to live. My 
neighbors were all 
very kind to me. 
Most of them were 
from the East, so 
we seemed to be 
one big family. 
Lucy was the only 
child in Rose Edi- 
tion. William 
sometimes frowned, 
coming home to 
supper and finding 
Lucy at Auntie 
Cooke's, but be- 
hind the frown 
on his forehead | 
knew he was de- 
lighted at the ad- 
miration the child 
caused everywhere 
we went. 

Lucy was just 


like her father. “Do you k 


Her eyes were dark, 
and her hair black 


now, dear, how lovely you are?’ he asked when he let me 
draw away from him. I shook my head. I could not speak. Could he 
mean it? Was this love? 


and one mass of ringlets. My people sent me beautiful 
clothes for her. She looked like a little gypsy fairy when 
in the cool of the evening we would go down the street 
te the train to meet* her father. 

But one night when we met him—she was two years 
old—I saw that something was wrong. To divert his 
mind into a pleasant channel, | said, “Oh, William, the 
folks sent such a beautiful box for Lucy today! The 
dearest little bonnet and shoes and ig 


“PT DO net want any of their damn stuff,” he said, 
almost under his breath. 

“Damn stuff,” cooed Lucy smiling. 

“Don't you ever say that again,” William said to the 
child in an angry tone. 

“Damn stuff,” she laughed into his face. 

He gave her a slight slap on the cheek, saying, “This 
is what tls eternal visiting does for her.” 

“William!” I cried, pained. We were on the street 
and there was no one in sight, but Lucy began to scream, 
“Damn stuff—” Her father took her in his arms and 

started on ahead of me. Lucy was still yelling at 
the top of her voice, and William was at 
a white heat, while my heart was at 
its lowest -ebb. I[ followed. 
reaching our cottage in 

time to hear my _ hus- 
band say to  Luey, 

“Don't you ever say 
that. again.” 

My little daugh- 
ter would immedi- 
ately follow with 
“Damn stuff!” Her 
little face was red 
and stormy. 

“IT am going to 
whip you,” William 
said to her, as he 
stood looking down 
upon her. 7 

“No, Williarn 
Emerson, you are 
not. You did 
wrong, speaking as 
you did before her,” 
I said very firmly. 

“Is she not my 
child?”  de- 
manded. 

“Yes, 
she is 
mine, and 
don’t you 
touch her,” I 
cried. 

Oh, to think 
we had be- 
come so com- 
mon to 
quarrel before our 
little daughter! 
Lucy laughed 
wickedly and said, 
“Damn stuff.” Wil- 
liam stared at her. 
Then I grabbed her, 
ran into the ad- 
joining room and 
slammed the door. 
[Turn to page 118) 
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ERE is the 

bunch of kids 
which has pro- 
vided comedy 
that grownups 
enjoy because it 
carries them back 
to childhood. 
And the kids get 
as much fun out 
of it as you do. 
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UTH HIATT (left) is dis- 

playing the latest in | 
bathing suits, while BEN 
LYON (above) shines as a 
Spanish Don. 


BILLY BEVAN (below) is 
examining the latest thing — 
in a Mac Sennett winter : 


warmth but no impedi- — 
ments to progress. 
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WORTH 
(above), just eighteen, 
has jumped into “‘parts”. 
She was discovered among 
the Universal extras. 

RAYMOND McKEE 
(right)is the personification 
of the college sheik as in- 
terpreted by the “might 
have been” students. 

MADELINE HURLOCK 
(below) has a new pet for 
publicity purposes. She 
likes cats and such things, 
and can always bedepended 
upon for new ideas in im- 
proving genial home life 
and comfort. 
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Above: MARIE PREVOST has a new Per- 
sian doll which was made to look as near 
like her as possible. She finds that it is 
excellent company for a quiet smoke be- 
tween scenes. 


Left: PHYLLIS SOULE has developed a 
new use for overalis. 


Right: DELLA PETERSON presents a silk 
checkerboard for bathing purposes! 


Below: DOLORES COSTELLO in period — 
costume is a credit to Warner Brothers’ 
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And to think that we had the idea that this was life 


-real life! 


NIGHTS 
Broadway 


As Told to RuTH FALLOWsS 


S I sit tonight in my room in a remote little Paris 
pension, trying to put into words on paper my 
recollections of what my little sick chorus sister 

of the Follies told ‘me in my little studio apartment just 
off Broadway as she lay convalescing from her physical 
breakdown, “dying to talk”, one thing comes vividly up, 
for | have never forgotten a syllable of it and never shall. 
Jane Handerson, who had never given life or tempta- 
tion much of a battle, whom circumstances had used 
incredibly hard and amazingly well, had told me of her 
birth and childhood in the grime and slime of Peoria 
Street in its worst Chicago age and stage; of her 
servitude and her one great love and its cruel anti-climax ; 


of her being shanghaied to South America to dance in 
a polyglot den for a year when she wasn’t yet sixteen ; 


_of her struggles to break into Broadway, her success 


and what it had cost her—about all that many women 
would die to preserve; and of her drifting into the 
easy ways, luxurious fruits and corrupting lures of life 
on the inside among the post-prohibition “Night Clubs” 
of Manhattan. ; 

Her quaint, ofttimes naive philosophies, deductions 
and observations on these reactions of social dynamite, 
had amused, shocked, enlightened me ; for, though I had 
already served my apprenticeship in the de luxe revues 
and had attained the “glorified” estate before Jane did, 
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there was much—oh, so much—that was still new and 
eye-opening to me. 

But of all her rambling remarks, the following still 
rings in my ears, and I can see her every gesture and 
mien as she spoke: 


“Ruthie, good advice 
isn't worth the breath it 
takes. You can burn up 
all the libraries with all 
the wise wheezes of all 
the seers and sages. They 
make good reading and 
maybe they massage your 
brain. But they 
don’t get any- 
body anywhere. 

“For down in 
the heart of 
every one of us 
is that stubborn, 
egotistical in- 
stinct that says: 
‘Oh, yes, I know 
so-and-so, and 
it’s true. But 
not with me. I 
know the way 
of the transgres- 
sor is hard, the 
wages of sin is 
death, and all 
that. stuff. But 
7 can beat the 
game.’ 

“Aren’t there 
divorce scandals 
all over all the 
papers every 
day? Not the 
theories, but the 
facts. Well, 
don't people keep 
on marrying 
every day? They 
read. They say, 
“Oh, I know men 
are wicked and 
women are weak, 
but not my man 
with me, or not 
my woman with 
me.” 

“I could have 
written a_ vol- 
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and backwards; 
knew all about 


Sham! That hardly expresses it. 


sound, unselfish gospel. 


ume on the tin- 


cabarets ; | knew. 
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‘em for everybody but myself. I not only believed the 
fruth; I could prove every phase and detail of it. But 
that tiny, surviving ego didn’t let me apply it to little 
Jane. And goodness knows I knew | was no super- 
person. I was weak, I wasa chump, and that I realized. 
Yet I set myself, my own little imperfect and feeble self, 
to stand against all I had learned, all 1 had paid so much 
to learn, and presumed to think I Gould beat the racket. 

“Well, of course, I didn’t. Nobody can. But every- 
body thinks she or he can. 

“| jazzed along with the parade. And what a parade! 
Bankers and bootleggers, chorines and crooks, rounders 
and roues and cake-eaters and stars and geniuses and 
pickpockets and strumpets and empire builders and 
tinhorn gamblers and railroad presidents and trap-drum- 
mers and poets and flappers and ambassadors and 
safeblowers. 


“ HAD what it took in that atmosphere—youth, good 

looks, a laugh on my painted lips, a sparkle in my 
eyes, an appetite for the bunk and the junk and the 
jingle, and an inspired blind faith in destiny or fate or 
something that always made me sure everything would 
turn out all jake. 

“So I didn’t worry,-never complained, took what came 
as it came, laughed off my conscience and my reason, 
poopoohed at the inexorable laws of compensation and 
retribution. 

“I could still make everything hotsy-totsy by saying 
‘Those things can’t happen to me.’ And so many of 
them had already happened ! 

“And, one strange part of it. was, for every man who 
tried to give me another little jolt or drag down the 
wrong path, a dozen freehandedly lent me good advice, 
But the women! 

“As I’ve already pointed out to you, whatever grave 
misfortunes have ever befallen me were directly charge- 
able to the sorority, my own sex: first, my short-sighted, 
slat-visioned mother ; then the mother of the boy I loved, 
who threw me out into the world at two in the morning 
because I had repulsed her tipsy boy; then the woman 
in Chicago who sold me into South American exile and 
bondage for $100; then my pal, Yvonne, in my first 
Broadway show, who fixed the little party the night 
before prohibition, from which I woke up on the other 
side of the social Rubicon. 

“The women [ worked with and met in the night-club 
haunts wasted little time and thought on my soul and 
my conscience. They preached the familiar sermons of 
the hard-boiled creed, ‘Get the money! Get all you can 
and give as little as you must! You're only young once; 
dig while you've got the gifts! Men are your enemies, 
take no prisoners !’ 

“Sinister sisters, eh? 

“Right. Let me tell you, Ruthie, there are no he-angels 
on earth, but there are plenty of she-devils! 


_ out for women. They, more than men—in 
my experience—seem to take a fiendish delight in 
seeing other girls pay for the mistakes and mishaps which 
have. been their own lot. I’ve never heard a man say 
that a woman crossed him and henceforth he would 
teach all other men to suspect and resent all other 
women ; but I have had a dozen women say that to me 
from their side about men. Of course, I suppose there 
are millions of fine, honest, Christian girls and women 
who don't act, talk or think like that. But they are 
women who have had the teaching, love and protection 
of normal life, school, church, mother, family. 

_ “One bitter, hardened woman can corrupt more tender 
girls than a score of villainous men. We are prone tc 
listen with more credence and faith to those of our owr 
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sex, for the ever-conscious sense of the sex-struggle 
isn’t there to warn or guard or guide us. 

“Women can say things to us that men can’t, and can 
grow intimate in their messages on passing acquaintance. 

“Girls are taught from almost infancy to protect 
themselves against the male wolves. As they grow 
toward womanhood that training, rooted in an already 
inborn impulse, becomes most pronounced and powerful. 


Thus many girls escape the perils of man-aimed assaults,’ 


ambushes and flank attacks. 

“But you scarcely ever hear of girls being cautioned 
against giving ear to the false reasoning and insidious 
suggestion of female wolves. 

“Yet, of my own knowledge, I know hardly a case 
of a girl going to ruin without the agency, somewhere, 
of a feminine hand in the process.” 

Jane turned her big, eloquent, dark eyes on me; smiled 
wistfully, and said: 

“Getting to be a 
bit of a preacher. 
eh, Ruthie? 

“Well, take it 
from the Peoria 
Street kid, I've got 
plenty of material. 
Many a profes- 
sional is doing a 
lot of moralizing 
without half niy 
foundation. They 
think they know, 
and they do—theo- 
retically. But such 
folks aren’t taken 
in on the inside, 
and nobody learns 
from any other side 
than the inside 
what's really what. 

“If one of us 
tries to tell the 
world,” the world 
says ‘Oh, guff— 
such people don’t 
tell the truth, and, 
besides, they have 
narrow viewpoints. 
Such things may 
be in isolated cases 
But I guess we'd 
hear plenty about 
‘em if they were 
common.’ Then, 
when they do hear 
of them, they 
either take them 
with a ton of salt, 
or else they shrug 
their shoulders and 
dismiss it with 
‘Well, after all, it 
must be in the 
blood of wicked 
girls to .go that 
way, because a de- 
cent girl can al- 
ways take care of 
herself if she 
wants to.’ 

“Could I? 

“Now, can she? 


“It isn’t given to girls to understand. Not until they’re women eres 
have they their full senses. By then it’s often too late.’’ Thus, ut 
looking away from me, Jane Handerson ended the story of her life. 


“The very word ‘girl’ is the ringing and devastating 
answer to their argument. It isn’t given to girls to 
understand ; not until they're women have they their full 
senses and sense. By then it’s often too late. 

“No, with exceptions, I’d say a girl can't take care 
of herself and she shouldn't be asked or allowed to 
attempt to. A girl should be protected—by parents, 
education, religion. You were. I wasn't. Well— 
look at us!” 


ND she was right. How well I, myself, with my 
limited observations and personal experience could 
testify to that. 

My own people weren’t much richer than Jane’s. But 
I had a father, and my darling mother watched over me, 
her only daughter, as the apple of her eye. I was four- 
teen or so when I went to work, first as a salesgirl, later 
as a model. I was posing in the nude when I was fifteen 
or sixteen. But— 
My parents never 
let me roam, har- 
um-scarum, helter- 
skelter. They knew 
where I was work- 
ing, for whom, with 
whom. They es- 
corted me, they 
called for me, they 
discussed every de- 
tail with me, they 

advised’ me, 


pose my going on 
the stage. There is 
no more danger to 
a girl’s womanhood 

| behind the  foot- 
lights’ than behind 
a counter or behind 
a typewriter. It 
depends, first, on 
the girl, second on 
her early upbring- 
ing, third on the 
eternal vigilance 
and unrelaxed 
guardianship of 
her protectors. 

I was thrown in 
with older girls, 
many of them 
pretty brazen reb- 
els against the 
social conventions. 
I dressed with 
them, I heard 
them — and they 
talked with inde- 
scribable bluntness 
about the most deli- 
cate affairs—and, 
yet, I cannot see 
where I am any 
the worse for that 
rather high-pitched 
adventure. 

I would have 
encountered just 

the same 
[Turn to page 94\ 
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Which 


W ould You 
Rather 


Her satisfaction lies in the feeling 
that she is highly respected by man. 


(5 == which. would you rather be—a 


man’s leisure-mate or his work-mate? 

At first sight, it sounds quite easy to 
answer this, but the question is a much 
more difficult one to decide upon than 
you may think. 

In this article I am not going to give 
you my advice; I am simply going to 
put the two cases before you, and when 
you have written to me and given me 
your views and desires, then next month 
I will sum up and try to help you to decide 
wisely! 

A man’s leisure-mate is the person he goes 
to when neither duty nor business restrains 
him. The leisure-mate may be the centre of 
pleasure, exhilaration, or even peace—this 
depends upon the man’s nature. Some men 
who have very strenuous brain work to do, 
seek for their leisure-mates women who merely 
appeal to the senses, and who will not tax 
the tired cells afresh after the day’s toil is 
over. 

Others, even with these same avocations, re- 
quire fresh stimulation to enable them to begin 
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Be—a 
Man's 
Lezsure- 
mate, or 
WW ork- 


mate? 


the morrow again. Some prefer silent, 
sensuous creatures who will give them 
agreeable thrills without any mental effort, 
and others like their leisure-mates to be 


tirely depends upon the kind of man in the case. 

For their leisure companions, all men in- 
variably drift to the nearest they can secure 
to their subconscious desires for completion. 
For both men and women are eternally seeking 
for that other half of themselves 
which, when found, would bring 
perfect satisfaction. 

This want is purely subconscious, 
and by many male creatures would be flatly 
denied like a number of other urges which, on 
the face of things, do not appear flattering to 
their egotism, but there they are, nevertheless! 

Men who lead idle lives generally gravitate 
towards obviously material companions, be- 
cause if there was Promethean fire 
in them they would not be drifters, 
but being what they are, they take 
the line of least resistance and are 
drawn towards the elementary part 


tilled with repartee and coquetry. But it en- 
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of created beings. They get their satisfaction 
from physical emotions, the pleasures of eyes 
and ears and touch. 

Though some men, who seem apparently 
idle, are in reality very active in imagina- 
tion—which eventually will burst forth—the 
leisure-mates of these are always women who 
stimulate imagination. Thus, by aiding for- 
ward the man’s subconscious desire to express 
himself, they soothe his vanity and he turns to 
them whenever he is free to do what he chooses. 


“THEN, a certain other type of man demands 
that his leisure-mate shall be more or less of 
a slave. She must not dare to express her own 
opinions, or be individual in any way. He is 
then soothed and pleased, and goes to her when 
others oppose him. The men who want this 
sort of companion, though, are usually masses 
of egotism and have a strong strain.of bully in 
their natures. They are of the narrow-minded 
band who think they should be obeyed and 
looked up to by all women, not because of their 
capabilities of qualities, but simply because 
they are MEN! These love to conquer re- 
sistance, not because they desire to enjoy what 


they have conquered, but because their vanity 
is gratified in their own personal achievement. 
The leisure-mates of these latter are always 4 
changing—the moment one has given ss 
way to their peremptoriness, she is 
flung aside, and a new one—always of 


the same type—is sought. Frequently 
the men who show these idiosyncrasies 
are those who, in their work hours, 
are kept under strong dominion, and 
this is their only means of expressing 
their personalities. 

Thus, to be a_ successful leisure- 
mate, the girl or woman in the case 
must study the nature of the man. 

There may be countries where pol- 
yandry is practised where choice lies 
altogether in the hands of the women— 
where they can be the arbiters of the fate of tne 
male; but in all other lands—even America, 
where woman is admittedly on a _ higher 
pedestal and of more importance than in any 
other civilized country—man really finally 
settles the question of what he wants himself. 
The leisure-mate—no matter if she is appearing 
only to be filling the man’s spiritual needs— 
must attract him physically, because if she 
does not she may turn into a duty and he will 
begin subconsciously to look for a new one who 


Her satisfaction lies in the feeling 
that she soothes the vanity of the man. 


does thrill him! A leisure-mate cannot afford 
to displease or affront her companion, or do 
anything which might make him feel she was 
not what he desired; otherwise, if he does stay, 
it will be because he just can’t help himself. 
The work-mate has a different task in front 
of her. Efficiency is absolutely necessary in 
whatever profession they are both engaged. 
She has to understand all the man’s interests, 


‘their mutual aim being solely the advancement 


of the deal in hand. She has to be so diligent 
that he knows he can depend upon her in every 
emergency. Her whole mind has to be set upon 
her work—and she has to make the man feel 
that he cannot [Continued on page 95! 
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I Couldnt Talk to 
Him About Her, Be- 
cause | Couldn't Tell 
About These Girls in 
a Strange Country. 
And, in Fact,1 
Couldn't Tell About 
Any Girls, ... 
Being Nothing. 
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it or not ; it doesn’t matter. For the telling may lay 
my own very private ghost. 

Streaming heat held that sizzling late afternoon when 
the noise from the house was again loud. I sat in my 
wheeled chair in my own corner of the veranda, full of 
contempt for the noisy bunch of men and women inside 
the house. They had slept most of the day and were 
rousing for another night of revelry—the third. That 
was the way Lee’s “parties” performed. 

I was used to them. But-they always made me angry. 
Not that I cared; I was not trying to reform Lee. Nor 
Lee’s friends. 

But they were incongruous—these hullabaloos—not 
suiting the dignity of vast, endless flat spaces, scorched 
barren and brown. Lee had written, “Come out to the 
ranch and boss my house for me, old Connie. Save me 
lots of trouble.” I knew he was only finding something 
for me to do, now that I was up and haltingly around. 
And he knew I missed him. 

Why not miss him? I had known him always. We 
had played with the same toys, learned to walk at the 
same time, never any difference between the born child 
and the adopted one. Youth together; grown up, then 
the accident that had ended me as a woman, made my 


I HAPPEN to know about this. You may believe 


AGAIN AND 
AGAIN THE 
BLACKNESS 
GATHERED 
AND 
FORMED 
‘A CROSS. 
Was ITA 
SIGN? 


hair white, made me old—barred forever any future 
that might have been. 

But I brought my wheel-chair and came out to him 
when he asked me. My room and my veranda corner 
were at the far end of the big spreading ranch-house. 
“Some boss, you are,” he said when the Chinese cook 
took his first orders from me. 


LOVED it. Far-spread country, mesquite clumped, 
glitteringly dry. Corrals, reservoirs, windmills, huge 
barns—in the midst of vast solitude. When Lee was 
there and at work with the men, it was heaven. Then 
the house brooded happily and was still, When my 
thermometer marked one hundred and fifteen after the 
sun had dropped, I didn’t care. It was still heaven. 
And when he brought out the riotous of the town, 
I knew he could not help it. He was so full of life— 
strength—joy of living. I, a wreck, could not under- 
stand. Tried to. Tried to know that he was a man. 
Tried to be satisfied when the madness took him; need 
for drink and the rest. I tried to be glad that he brought 
the people home rather than go to them and the house 
dead without him. He ran riot in his revelry as he did 
in his work. He did everything hard, He-exaggerated 
everything. There was.a loose screw about him that, 
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if ground up, would have made fanatical morality. But 
the screw was never ground up. 

I was sorry for him. If he had married—if his wife 
had been made normal—dear old chap! Why should | 
judge him? He was hurting only himself. 

But there was Emmy. And I was afraid for Emmy. 
I did not want him to make her anything but the decent 
little girl she was. She was the only good girl he knew, 
and | didn’t want that responsibility put upon him. I 
tried to warn him and he laughed. I tried to warn her— 
but I could not talk to her of him. And maybe her 
innocence was not real. I couldn’t tell about these girls 
in the strange country. I couldn't tell about any girls, 
I—being nothing. 

They were pounding around in the house—women’s 
high voices, men’s that were blurred. They were shout- 
ing something about the ice having given out. 

“A place with no ice!” and hoots of disapproval. | 
gathered they were urging Lee to drive to town and 
load up again. I could hear him laughing—protesting. 

They pushed him out of the door and flung his hat 
after him. 

“Ice for us!”. 

They screamed with laughter. 

“No ice—no party!” 

He ran down the steps laughing. Then he saw me 
in my chair at the far corner. 

He did not walk quite steadily as he came around to 
speak to me. I had not seen him for three days. 

“How goes it, Connie—old girl ?” 

“All right.” 

“Hate me?” 

I had to look away from him—you cannot get his 
charm just because I tell it. His lips laughed, his eyes 
laughed. Tall, straight, lithe—hands trembling a bit, 
face flushed, tongue too thick. But the child I had 
always known was still there. Voices back of me were 
calling a refrain about ice. Making a song of it. 
Ribaldry. Louder than usual. 

“I'm going t’ drive t’ town,” he said stumblingly. 

“The horses are pretty wild, Worth says. The 
haven't been out for several days. Had you better-———” 

“God, Constance! Don’t boss me! That isn’t your 
job.” 

He was worse than usual, or he would not speak that 
way. I was silent. 
He steadied himself against the railing. 


““T MUST get away for awhile. I’ve gone blooey on 
all this. Away. Worth can see to everything. You 
can manage?” 

“Of course.” 

“Good. Think Ill go in the morning. When I get 
rid of these.” He motioned to the house. He had never 
before referred to them in any way to me. 

I did not answer and he went on to the stables. In 
a few minutes he drove around in the buckboard, 
the horses cutting corners, ploughing up the dust 
in great swathes. They went straight across a 
bunch of flowering cactus 
which we called a flower- 
bed; the whiffletree caught 
on a spindling bush and the 
buckboard whirled in a 
half circle, then righted 


“‘There were drops of perspiration about her forehead, little clear drops like water. You will never know; Constance, 
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itself. The horses plunged into the road, took the bridge 
over the dry arroyo safely. I saw them go. 

It was only two miles to town. He should be back 
in an hour. He was not. I waited. Inside the house 
the roisterers were uneasy. It was hotter. With the 
dropping of the sun had come a thickening of air. Like 
a lid put down. They were complaining loudly inside. 
(Quarreling. Good humor gone. 

1 watched for Lee to come home against the broad 
red-yellow after-glow. I would see the dust cloud long 
before I could see him. I did not notice what was going 
on inside until I knew that they had been back to the 
stables, hooked a team to the wagon, and were coming 
out to it. <A hot, cross, disheleved crew: “Babe” in 
yellow trousers, “Floss”’—I had seen her before—the 
rest of them. 

They climbed into the wagon and did not notice me. 
Drove off in sodden silence. 

Then the house was quiet. Wong moved with light 
sounds, putting the place to rights, pattering gently. 

The heat was sickening because it was so close—so 
pushed down. Off in the west there had been a flash of 
lightning. Oh, what rain would mean! Sometimes it 
came after such a day—hard-falling water that streamed 
the world. Maybe we were to have it. 


HEARD the horses coming and the buckboard 
strike the mesquite at the entrance. I heard him 
laugh. Why laugh? He was not alone, then: 

He lifted someone down at the front steps and let 
the horses go on alone to the stables. He was much 
worse than usual or he would not have done that. 

With the help of the rail 1 walked to meet him at 
the steps. 

It was Emmy in a white dress. I had known, of 
course, that it was she. Then what was she, after all, 
to come here? 

“T have stolen her.!” 

He saw me and laughed loudly. 

“He said there was a party.’ I could not see her 
face, but I thought her voice had a 
frightened sound. 

I put my hand on her arm. . 

“Come sit with me a bit, Emmy, and 
then he'll take you back home.” 

“Mind your business, Constance.” 

Oh, I must hate a man who would 
speak to me like that! No matter the 
drink, the urge, the girl, the closely push- 
ing night—no matter anything. 

“Emmy will sit with me on the other 
veranda,” he said. “Come on in, Emmy. 
Don’t pay any attention to her. Give 
me your hand .. . it is dark inside.” 

His voice had—love? Or something 
that passed for love. 
It was compelling— 
would pull like ropes 
—no girl could re- 
sist the fascination, 
the lure—oh, the 
dreadfulness of a 
man like that ! 

I went back to my 
chair. What would 
become of a man 
like Lee ? What could 
become of him? If 
things balance, he'd 
suffer much. 


what that did for me. 


I can see her standing there now, gazing into nothing.” 


Some thunder rolled. Lightning flashed. Closer. 

Well—out of unknown romance I had built up the 
idea that Emmy’s love was not like the others. Seeming 
innocence was not always innocence, then. Little Emmy. 
I had not sensed that in her. 

Wondering there, | saw the moon come up and put 
down its shadows. It made the dust and sand white; 
made them glow. I turned my head to look—great 
white moon, low and close in! So round that | might 
aimost see behind it—not flat against the sky. And it 
was making in the dust before me shadows of the 
house-gable, the stretching arm of the windmill, other 
things, laid as in black paint on the ground there. 

Like a vast cross—that windmill arm—those other 
things. Curious. Ominous. Even the high back of 
my chair was a part. I watched it. A great cross 
there at my feet. . 


Then Emmy ran past me and down the steps. I saw 


her plain as day in the white light, her white dress, her 


little blonde curls. Lee followed. I saw him clearly. Both 
on the shadow cross! Did it mean onion at all? 
Omen? Or just a happen-so? “Dear God! Dear God!" 
I breathed. “It frightens me!’ 

Then the storm came. I knew it was a storm, because 
it was all black—no other way, for there was no wind, 
no rain. Only a steaming hot blanket put down and 
tucked in at the edges. A dry storm that rolled on the 
ground and smothered. Rolled where the cross had 
been. 

I saw ‘Lee for five minutes the next day. 

“I’m going away,” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“T’ll take Emmy.” 

“Yes.” 

“I'll marry her, Constance.” 

“Yes, dear.” 

Then the months passed. The place ran like clock- 
work. Down in town in the boarding-house where 
Emmy had lived, and among her few music pupils, they 
spoke of him as “Emmy’s husband”. Maybe he was. 
I didn’t know. I kept the books. Months 
went along. 

In the fall I had a letter. He said that, 
as the ranch got on so well .without him, 
he would not hurry back. Hoped I was 
happy. Again months of silence. 

Then Worth heard in town that 
Emmy had died. Some relatives had 
been notified. No details. No word 
from Lee. 

June came in fiercely. I had brought 
my account books out on the veranda, 
hoping for a breath of air. The sun had 
been down long enough for the after- 
glow to lie spread. Worth had just 


lounged crossly 
away, grumbling that 
it was time the 


master came back 
to look after things 
—didn’t like being 
bossed by a woman, 
anyhow. I let it 
pass. It was the 
heat—sticky, cling- 
ing. 
I saw a dust cloud 
coming along the 
road. A small one. 
Someone walking. A 
stranger, of course: 
[Turn to page 1171 
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Before 


HAD been married nine years, and | had three 
I children, when there came to me the big adventure. 
| cannot think of it calmly, I cannot reason about it 
—and yet I must do both. Perhaps by putting it on 
paper I shall clear my mind for the decision I must face. 
For this experience is not in the past ; it is in the presen: 
the burning presént, and the decision that 
awaits me is the most appalling one that 
a woman could be asked to make. 
During the years Lee and | 
have been married, we have 
been happy, with the placid 
affection of nearness and 
habit, and the bond of our 
three children. 
[ have made, I honestly be- 
lieve, a good wife. I have 
watched over Lee’s health, over 
his house, over the big dinners 
that ke likes to give. I have 
traveled with him; I have 


brought up our children my- 


self, rather than depend on 
hired help, as so many moth- 
ers do. I have my friends, 
my clubs, my church, all the 
normal affiliations of a con- 
tented and protected woman. 
And for nine years I have noi 
felt the great lack in my life. 
[ have not realized what I 
missed. Because, until recent- 
ly, I have not ‘known what 
real passion was. 

It seems so queer now as I 
look back on it, that first night 
when Lee brought Kenneth 
home to dinner. 


E SEEMED to have an 
attraction for each other 
from the very start. Kenneth 
told me later that he knew it 
the moment he saw me coming 
down the stairs. I had not 
expected a guest, | remember, 
and I had on a sort of tea 
gown—informal and trailing, 
and intimate in a way that my husband was not subtie 
enough to understand. He never seemed to notice what I 
wore, so I was no longer interested in dressing up for him. 

I did not recognize any tie between us as Kenneth 
says he did. I only knew that I felt alive and vital with 
a kind of glawing power. I talked well, and Kenneth 
played up to me, and that dinner was a real event. 

My husband is the head of a big engineering corpora- 
tion. Kenneth is a young architect who was doing some 
work for him. He is a handsome boy, too handsome for 
a woman's peace of mind. He is seven years my junior, 
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but he is well able to take care of himself. Manv women 
have discovered that, I imagine, to their cost. But none 

so bitterly, or with such devastating consequences as I. 

. How shall I go on? The progress of these affairs is 
sordid and familiar. He came to my dinners, to my 
teas. He took me to concerts, always with my husband’s 
consent, of course. He became almost an inmate of the 
house. And I thought, “What does it matter? He is 
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‘*Hastings! 
Killed! Why, 


could have 
done it?’’ 


so much younger than I! No one 
will talk. There is no danger 
here.” 

Like thousands of daughters of Eve, I walked blindiy 
into the fire, although I could sense from far off the 
crackle of the flames, and that—God knows—should 
have been sufficient ! 

One night, when my husband was away on a business 
trip, Kenneth came around to bring me a book. My 
two eldest children were just coming downstairs in 
their nightclothes for their good-night kiss. They 


AA Story in Which Two Kinds 


of Honor Are Weighed 


in the Balance—and a 


Woman Meets Herself 


climbed up on my lap in front of the fire, 
and it was so that Kenneth found me. He 
sat down with us, and told them a little story, 
and kissed them both. That revolts me now. 
I do not wish to think of my children in 
connection with the sordid, pitiful tale that 
follows. 

I took them up +o bed. When I rejoined 
him, he lay on the hearth rug at my feet, 
and looked into the fire and talked. 

I felt uncomfortable—with that curious 
feeling that sometimes precedes a thunder- 
storm. After awhile he was silent. It was 
a peculiar silence, aching and a little tremu- 
lous. And oddly enough I recognized what 
it was. It must have been intuition, for my 
husband had never given me such silences. 
But I understood it at once. Other women 
will know what I mean. And they will 
know the exquisite fear with which I 
faced it. 


HEARD the clock ticking on the mantle. 

I felt that I could not endure the silence 
any longer. And yet I could not break it. 
It seemed eternal, somehow—ancient as the 
suns. 

And I sat trembling, waiting, as women 
have always waited for the man to resolve 
that silence into life. Then, at last, he 
stirred. 

He raised himself to his knees and put 
his arms around me. And I allowed it! 

My mind kept telling me that this was 
madness, that only ruin lay that way. But 
I could net resist. Some starved force in 
me was just beginning to awaken, and Ken- 
neth’s touch was all that I desired in life. 
The youth, the magic of him! I wonder 
whether other married women, happily mar- 
ried as the world counts it, know what I 
mean ! 

I gave one last thought to Lee. I would 
not let myself think of my children. 

Then I returned to Kenneth’s embrace, 
and when he whispered my name I answered, tremulous 
and all on fire, and gave my lips to his. 

The next day I walked about in a daze. It seemed 
incredible that this should have come to me. I had read 
of other women, serene on the placid sea of matrimony, 
whom this storm had overwhelmed. But even then I 

e. 

I welcomed my husband home, and the outward cur- 
rent of my life was undisturbed. I still presided at his 
dinners, and attended the meetings of my club and 
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church. I did not see Kenneth for ten days—and, to my 
surprise, I did not especially care to see him. 

The over-mastering passion of that hour had quite 
given way to the ordered routine of a wife and mother, 
and strangely enough I did not feel the lack. It was as 
though I had been insane for that one night, and now 
the little duties of every day engrossed my time again. 

7 HERE is Kenneth?” Lee asked me once or 
twice. 

“| don’t know,” I answered. 
He always is.” 

“| miss him,” my husband said. 
have him with you when I'm away so much. 
sort of watch dog.” 

Watch dog! Have all husbands been so blind? From 
the days of Tristan and Isolde, and Paolo and Francesca, 
have the husband’s eyes been closed to the peril of the 
younger man? 

“Don't you see him at your office?” I inquired idly. 

“Not now,” Lee replied; “not since his break with 
Hastings.” 

Hastings was my husband’s partner. 

“But | didn't know there had been a break,” I said. 
“What a pity! And what was it about?” 

“I dont know.” Lee frowned reflectively. “‘As a 
matter of fact, | didn't tell you because I'm afraid it 
was rather sordid. 
Hastings went all to 
pieces and told Ken- 
neth he'd kill him. Oh, 
that was just talk, of 


“He'll be around soon. 


“And then I like to 
He’s a 
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course, but still it was a nasty mess—the whole affair.” 

“But what could have been the trouble?” I breathed. 

“A woman, I’m afraid,” said Lee. 

“A woman!” I was surprised at the pang that shot 
through me. 
“There! 
prejudice you against Kenneth. 

affairs, you know.” 

“Of course,” I said, “it’s quite all right, and natural 
enough. But I don't like to talk about it. I'll go up- 
stairs and dress for dinner. Don’t worry about Kenneth. 
He'll turn up soon.” 

I ran up to my room and closeted myself with my 
thoughts, and they were not pleasant ones to face. 

The days went by and still Kenneth made no sign. 
I felt that I should be hurt at his neglect, but deep in 
my heart I was conscious of relief. If only he would 
stay away and keep away—then I might forget, and the 
whole thing might be as though it had never hap- 
pened. 

But Kenneth did not keep away. He was all man, 
and he knew what he wanted. One Monday my husband 
went off on a business trip. He was barely out of the 
house when Kenneth rang me up. 

“Eileen, may I see you?” 

I hesitated. Then | gathered my wits and answered 
him. 

“Why didn't you come when Lee was here?” 

“You know well enough.” He brushed aside my tem- 
porizing. “Eileen, let me come around tonight.” 

“Of course not!” I exclaimed. There was a flame 
of rage before my eves. “What do you think I am? 
You wait till Lee is gone, and 
then ring me up as though I 
were always at your beck and 
call!” - 

I slammed the telephone 
down on its hook, and went 
over to the fireplace. It was 
cheaply enough that Kenneth 
valued me. To think that he 
could come to me at will! 
And all the time, if my hus- 
band’s suppositions about the 
Hastings’ trouble were cor- 
rect, he was involved with 
some other woman. Well, at 
least he should never come 
to me again! 


I shouldn't have told you. I don’t want to 
Boys must have their 


ITHIN fifteen minutes 
, he was there. 

My maid had gone to bed, 
but I answered the doorbell, 
thinking it might be a tele- 
gram. Kenneth walked non- 
chalantly past me into the 
room where I had been sit- 
ting. 

“You didn’t suppose I'd 
stay away, did you?” he in 
quired. 

I looked at him in silence 

“Didn't you know I'd 
come?” he went on. “I was 
only waiting until he had 
gone away. It’s all safe, 
now, Eileen, and we're to- 
gether. 

“We're together,” I said, 
“but not by my will! I want 
you to go, [Turn to page 106, 


sensed the crackle of the 
then walked 
right into the fire. 
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fairs that you are under the 
closest scrutiny. Are you care 


f ud to choose the right shade of 
em- powder to match your skin 


exactly? 


which comes from knowing that your complexion 


is noticed but your powder is not 


Read how the scientifically blended shades. of 
Pompeian Beauty Powder can help 


By MADAME JEANNETTE 
Famous cosmetician, retained by The Pompeian 
Laboratories as a consultant to give authentic 
advice regarding the care of the skin and the 
proper use of beauty preparations. 

SOFT, delicate texture— 
a lovely satiny face—yet 
not.a sign of powder. What is 
the secret of her alluring com- 
plexion? Does she use powder? 
She does, but a shade that 
matches so perfectly the tone 
of her skin that she secures the 
good effects of powder without 
seeming to use it. 
All smart women strive for 
a natural complexion, but all 
do not achieve it. Not all 
women have found a powder 
that really matches their skin 
—a powder that reveals their 
natural coloring. These women 
thank me for telling them about 


Pompeian Beauty Powder. 
Complexions are not composed 
of single colors, but a blend of 
different colors. So it is only 
natural that powder to match 
your complexion must also be 
a blend. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder is 
scientifically blended from dif- 
ferent colors. Whatever the 
tone of your complexion, some 
one shade of this powder 
matches it perfectly. 

Choose the correct shade for 
your complexion from the shade 
chart. In case of doubt about 
the shade you require, write a 
description of your skin, hair 


The fortunate possessor of red hair 
generally has an exquisitely fair 
skin with a delicate pink tone 
that is greatly enhanced 
by using the Flesh Shade 
of Pompeian Beauty 
Powder. 


andeyes tome for special advice. 


SHADE CHART for selecting your 
shade of Pompeian Beauty Powder 


Medium Skin: The average Amer- 
ican skin tone is medium, neither 
decidedly light nor definitely olive. 
This skin should use the Naturelle 
shade. 

Olive Skin: Women with this 
type of skin are apt to have dark 
hair and eyes. This skin should 
use the Rachel shade to match its 
rich tones. 

Pink Skin: This is the youthful, 
rose-tinted skin (not the florid 
skin) and should use Flesh shade. 

White Skin: This skin is unusual, 
but if you have it you should use 
White powder in the daytime. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder is 60c 
a box. (Slightly higher in Canada.) 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 


Cannille 


Specialiste en Beauté 


P.S.: 1 also suggest that you use Pompeian 
Day Cream as a foundation for your Pompe:an 
Beauty Powder. 

SPECIAL OFFER 
43 of a 60c box of Bloom 


The 1926 Panel, with samples of Beauty Powder 


and other Pompeian products— All for 20c 


THs generous offer 
of Bloom gives you 
an opportunity to really 
know how good is this 
popular Pompeian 
product. For 20c you 
get 4 of a 60c box of 
Pompeian Bloom, val- 
uable samples of Pom- 
peian Day Cream (pro- 
tecting), Night Cream 
(cleansing), Beauty 
Powder, Madame Jean- 
nette’s beauty booklet 
and the famous 1926 
Pompeian Panel en- 
titled “Moments That 
Will I reasured Be inthe 
Mint of Memory ” This 
panel was executed by 
a famous artist and is 
reproduced in full color. 


Art store value—7<c to 
$1.00. 
Tear off, sign and send 


Madame Jeannette, 
The Pompeian Laboratories 


2202 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio 
I enclose 2 dimes (20c) for 1926 Panel, 44 of 60c 


Street 


City 


box of Bloom, other samples,and your beauty booklet. 


Shade of powder wanted? 
Thee 


State.... 
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“We two, together 
at a window 
in Cathay” 


“AT was like a dream—as if we 
two sat silently together at a 
window in Cathay, a thousand 
years ago, breathing the faint 
breath of a far rose-garden all 
silver in the moonlight. The mys- 
tery of it seemed to cling about 
you like a veil of enchantment.”’ 
FROM HER DIARY: 
~ *E was in such a dreamy mood 
last night. I know the temple in- 


cense did it.’ 


°VEN the air about them served the lovely 
& women of other days to add mystery and 
allure to all their loveliness, by the subtle power 
of temple incense. Vantine’s Temple Incense 
brings to women of today the same power to 
create that strange exotic charm. Insix exquisite 
fragrances, at drug and department stores. 


What dreams will incense create about you? 
Samples of six odors sent 
on receipt of ten cents. 
A. A. VANTINE & CO, Inc. 


Dept. 9) 71 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 


When a Wife Begins to Pity Herself 


[Continued from page 39] 


at Herbina rage. I must have lost my mind 

I said such terrible things to him. | told 
him he had no right to marry me if he 
couldn't support me properly, and I was 
sorry I hadn't married Kenneth, as he 
would have built me a house just the way 
/ wanted it. I could have had my own 
car, pretty clothes, and anything else [| 
wanted. I said I was a fool to marry a 
mean, stingy miser like he was. 

I held Kenneth up as a shining light 
and said he'd never ask me to live in three 
stuffy rooms. I also informed Herb I was 
losing my youth and good looks, doing my 
own work, and I was sick and tired of 
it re 

Herb was struck dumb. I expected he'd 
take me in his arms and promise to take 


me out more, but he didn't. He just sa‘ 

he had thought | was happy; but now th: 

he knew I wasn't he'd fix it so I couid 
divorce him and marry Kenneth. 

This brought me to my senses! I begged 
him to forgive me. I hadn't meant a thing 
I said and I| didn’t want Kenneth or anyone 
else but him. But he said he wouldn't try 
to hold me when I wasn't happy and I 
had asserted that I wasn't. | pleaded for 
hours, but it was useless! Since that awful 
night I haven't been able to talk to him, 
as he always comes home late drunk, and 
I never know where he’s been. We are 
getting terribly in debt 

And much as I love him I'm afraid we 
won't be able to stand this much longer. 

M. E. M., Chatham, N. J. 


Husband or Child— Which? 
$50 Prize Letter 


AD I known the power of sugges- 

tion, whether for good or evil, 

twenty-five years ago, there is no 
doubt my life would have been different. 

Marie Holden and I were school-chums, 
as well as neighbors. So inseparable were 
we that I wouldn't go anywhere without 
her; and she must share all pleasures 
with me. 

Even after I had finished school and 
started going with Will Banning, she 
must go with us. Whether he liked it or 
not, he did not say, nor did he object when 
I would suggest her going along with us. 
She was good company, and the three of 
us always enjoyed ourselves together. 

When Will and I were married, she 
was my bridesmaid. I cried when I left 
for my new home, more at the thought of 
leaving Marie than anything else. I just 
couldn't see how I was ever going to get 
along without her. I made her promise 
to come and make a long visit with us 
after we were settled. 

She came after a few months and made 
a prolonged stay. I was not so well at 
the time, and often Will's laughter and 
hers would get on my nerves. I wanted 
Will more to myself, and it seemed to 
me that she monopolized him. Because I 
was so fond of her, I made no complaint. 

Shortly after our baby was born, she 
went home. It seemed strange to me that 
I was almost glad to have her go. Some- 
how, I did not readily regain my strength. 
I would be seized with spells of melan- 
choly, haunted by the fear that I might 
die and leave Will and the baby. Of 
course, he would marry again—I. wanted 
him to-—and I wanted him to marry some- 
one that would be a mother to my baby 

“Will,” I said to him one night, after 
a wretched day, “if anything happens to 
me I want you to marry again.” 

“Don’t be foolish,” he interrupted. 
“There’s nothing going to happen to you, 
sweetheart.” 

“I want you to marry. Marie,” I said, 
hardly noticing his interruption. 

“Marie?” he laughed. “Why pick on 
Marie?” 

“Because I'd feel happier if I knew 
you would marry someone that would be 
good to baby.” 

“Don't worry, honey; you'll be all right 
in a short time. You're just run down.” 

And I was. I was soon strong again, 


} and baby Elizabeth developed into a sweet 


and charming little girl—the joy of her 
father’s life and my whole existence. 

Each summer Marie spent some time 
with us. 

Whenever I was seized with a fear o1 
dying, | would make Will promise to 
marry Marie. He got so that he would 
joke about it. “O, yes, my future wife, 
you know.” 

The years went by swiftly. Elizabeth 
was almost through high school. Maric 
had never married; had never even had a 
sweetheart. Whenever I teased her about 
it, she would say jokingly: 

“Why, I'm waiting for Will.” It got 
so that it wasn’t so much of a joke to me. 
Whenever I was alone and had time to 
think about it, I wondered if there was 
anything underneath it all. Of course 
there wasn't, and never had been, but 
often, in spite of myself, a feeling of 
jealousy would creep in. 

Elizabeth finished high school. She had 
always been popular with her crowd. She 
had had little love affairs, but none of 
them serious enough to worry about. And 
then she met Jim Hurley. It was love 
at first He was an artist, and art 
had always been Elizabeth's hobby. 


NEVER saw Will take such a dislike 

against anyone as he did against Jim. 

“Do you want to starve to death?” he 
would ask Elizabeth. “Did you ever hear 
of an artist that could make his salt?” 

When he saw she was determined to 
marry him, he flew into a terrible rage. 

“If you marry him, you need never 
darken my door again. As you make your 
bed, you can lie on it, and you needn't 
expect any sympathy from me.” 

“All right, Dad; I won't. I love Jim 
and he needs me.” 

It was all so strange, this quarrel be- 
tween father and daughter, who adored 
each other! It was all so unnecessary, 
too! No doubt hundreds of mothers have 
had to face like situations—to make one’s 
choice between husband and child. It was 
just that. Will put it up to me coldly, 
decisively. 

I made my choice, and as I look about 
the room tonight at the happy, glowing, 
mischievous faces of my grandchildren, I 
am not sorry that Elizabeth recognized 


the one man God intended for her and 
married him in spite of her father. 


[Turn to page 84] 


Tempe 


before powdering. 


Nature's own color ap- 
pears in the form of a >. 
Apply as shown by the 
diagram sketch, leaving a 
white space about the size 
of a silver quarter (or 
shilling) in front of the 
car. Blend softly over 
cheeks with puff. 
waterproof, lasting effect, 
rouge should be applied 


For 


or was it her own fair hand ? 


OU might have offended Milady with such 

a question years and years ago. But nowa- 

days — what girl wouldn't think it a com- 
pliment to her artistry and taste? 


Yes, delightfully frank is the modern girl in her 
application of make-up. She knows a little color, 
properly applied, is much more natural looking 
than an unnatural pallor. 


But though she’s frank in her use of color, she is 
sparing too, if she’s really clever. For she knows 
that Paris has frowned on the too liberal use of 
rouge. 

A “‘happy medium” is the thing today —not too 
much, not too little — a rich, glowing hue that 
harmonizes with costume and complexion—a hue 
that brings out the beauty of her eyes, her hair, 
her gleaming, sparkling teeth. 


And how well this “happy medium’’ can be 
attained with Princess Pat Rouge! A soft, natural 
flush it gives — a flush that seems to lie deneath 
the skin instead of on it. And a range of color 
that takes in every possible requirement. 


There is Princess Pat VIVID, so stunning with 
that vivid, colorful frock, and so flattering with 
gray, neutral tones. There is Princess Pat Medium, 


Princess Pat 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD., Chicago, U.S. A. 


Princess Pat Lipstick—As a final touch to your beauty it is essential that the color 
harmony between lips and cheeks be exact. With English Tint or 
Medium use Princess Pat ‘‘Natural’’ Lipstick; with Vivid use 
Princess Pat “Viwid"’ Lipstick. Keeps the lips soft and pliant— 
prevents dryness or chap. 


a delicate pastel shade which is perfectly entrane- 
ing when just a tiny touch of color is desired. 
And there’s Princess Pat English Tint (orange), 
which blends so well with any complexion or 
costume, and brings out all that transparent, 
“luminous”’ beauty of the skin, 


By using the right amount, you can get any color 
effect you want with one or two of these shades. 
Many clever women keep all three on their dress- 
ing tables. There is no rule but that of good taste. 
You'll find a new thrill of pleasure in applying 
this delightful compact rouge which calls atten- 
tion to your beauty—not your make-up. 


And in every other way you'll find Princess Pat 
the most satisfactory rouge you’ve ever tried. It 
is water- and perspiration-proof, convenient to 
carry in its neat, little compact and one applica- 
tion with the dainty puff lasts for hours. 


You can get Princess Pat Rouge at your 
favorite toilet goods counter, or if you pre- 
fer, send the coupon for a week’s supply |} 
free. We want you to try it and prove to \ 
a own satisfaction how this unique rouge 

rings out your beauty as no rouge ever 
did before. 


ree Princess Pat Rouge. 
PRINCESS PAT, LTD., Dept. 1304 


Pat Rouge, as checked. 
0 Vivid O Medium 


Mail this coupon for a liberal sample of 


2709 So. Wells St., Chicago, Ill. 
(In Canada Address 107 Duke St., Toronto, Ont.) 
Please send me free of cost, a sample of Princess 


© English Tint 


Did “Nature tint thase Lovely () heeks~ 
( at - \ 
| 


You can awaken in your haira 
living radiance—just as a master 
hairdresser would—if you use 
his secret of natural lustre— 
a touch of henna in the shampoo. 
The secret is yours, ready for 
use at home, in HENNAFOAM 
SHAMPOO. The clear, faintly 
fragrant liquid of HENNAFOAM 
SHAMPOO contains just the 
tight touch of henna to bring 
out all the richest natural 
radiance of every type of hair. 


Ip you cannot obtain HENNAFOAM SHAMPOO 
from your dealer, send 60 cents to Hennafoam 


Corp., 511 West g2nd Street, New York 


HENNAFOAM 
SHAMPOO, 


(For Expert Beauty 
cAdvice-Write to me 


yout 


My beauty methods will cor- 
rect coarse pores, wrinkles, 
imply or skin, freckles, 
abby muselcs—and 
a smooth, clear, love 
It is easy to become a radiant, 
alluring woman if you just 
know how to beautify yourself 
athome. Thousands of women 
have used my methods with 
such marvelous benefit that 
1 actually guarantee results 
to you 


Method Book Free 


I shall be glad to send you a free copy of my book te lling 
how to solve your beauty problems. 


LUCILLE YOUNG, Room 20-64 Lucille Young Bidg., 


Write for it today! 


Will You Accept 
This Position? 


Pleasant in dental of- 
fice and labor Shert 
hours. Good pay. Our home 
study course youln afew 
months for position pa 
from $30 to $6 eek. 


Big Demand for 
Dental Nurses 
Dentists are overworked. They 

ne rrie g-aduates to help them 
“bie fascinating profession —en 


your work eet people 
can work while you learn. 


FREE BOOK 
We 


MCCARRIE SCHOOL 


1340 S, Michigan Ave. 
203 


|} up our charming apartment, 


| stove, 


was a wonderful love-match. Through 
fortune and bad, they have walked 
houlder to shoulder, never hesitating or 
faltering, strong in their for each 
other 

Shortly after Flizabeth’s marriage, Will 
obtained a divorce from me and married 


It 


good 


love 


Husband or Child—Which?P 


[Continued from page 82] 


to- 
I have no 
either, | 


happy 
away. 
against 


Marie. They had five years 
gether beiore he passed 
bitterness in my _ heart 
know I was to blame in many 
I also know that the power of 
also played its part in my life. 


A. A. M., Los Angeles, Calif. 


ways, and 
suggestion 


Is the Fault Really Hers? 
$50 Prize Letter 


IN a queer situation. I have lost 
husband and | don't believe he 
He is deferential and polite 
oO me he would be to the old apple- 
woman; casual and friendly as he might 
be to the milkman. As the sweetheart- 
wife he once adored, I no longer exi-t. 
The fault is mine. 

My trouble began in the second year 
of our marriage. My husband went with- 
out college training in order to help his 
family. I am college bred, and I was 
willing and anxious to have him enjoy the 
same advantage. I persuaded him to give 
up the best job he has ever had; | gave 
and we came 


my 
knows it. 


das 


north to a state 

At first it was fun, living in two rooms, 
cooking over an irresponsible gasoline 
and going to college dances again. 
Between our freshman and post-graduate 


university 


ly good set of reference books. I tended 


babies while he studied, and I also tended 
them while he went to football rallies 
You see, I had wanted him to have a 
taste of carefree college life! 


I lost my looks and then my disposition. 
I didn’t nag, having spent my childhood 
with an aunt who did. But now I am 
convinced that there are worse mistakes 
than nagging 

It's all over now, and Steve has his 
college education and a fair position. We 
also have two lovely children who make 
up for a great deal. 


I am a part of my husband's life—yes. 
I figure just as our dining-room table 
figures in his breakfasts. It is there— 
useful—but certainly not considered. And 


you don’t expect your dining-table to get 
temperamental and demand attention. If 
send it to 


years, a little boy and a little girl it should, you would no doubt 

joined the party. We had thought by ° hospital for dining-tables ; and if it gave 

careful budgeting to make the money last Out completely, you'd get another. 

through the four years, but we had not And so, I wish I had considered myself 

counted on four in the family first—half the time—and kept my interest 
My cold cream money went for cod- in life, my complexion, my figure, and my 

liver oil and orange juice. My silk stock- husband. 

ing money followed. Steve bought a real- L. B., Dubuque, Iowa. 


Did She Fill Her Part of the Contract? 
$50 Prize Letter 


HY I lost my husband? During 
the last three years, how often 
have I asked myself that question! 
Why was my marriage a failure? Cer- 
tainly our marriage promised success; cur 


friends hailed it an ideal match; our fam- 


| ilies united in approving, and Wayne and I 


| 


in love—our first real loves. 

It was no hasty, thoughtless love-match, 
either. We were old friends, and there 
had been two years of courtship during 


were madly 


which we had made sure of ourselves. We 
shared friends, interests, tastes, in com- 
mon; were a healthy, normally intelligent, 
well-educated, socially agreeable, and 
presentable man and woman of twenty- 
seven and twenty-four years when we 
married 

Our families were of mixed British ori- 
gin, but American for generations, and 
well-established, almost prominent. My 


grandfather was killed in the Civil War, 
and Wayne’s made much money selling 
cork to the Federal Government. 

Wayne, himself, was a capable engineer 
in a responsible position. Materially, we 
were insured; there was always sufficient 
money to meet rather extravagant needs, 
a motor-car, servants, a_ well-located 
apartment in town, and, later, a beautiful 
house on the North Shore, and a car and 
chauffeur of my own. 

When after two years of unalloyed hap- 
piness, Dolly, a blue-eyed, laughing, per- 


fect angel-baby was born, it seemed to us 
that she had come to perpetuate our love. 


And today what of that love that 
seemed so secure? Dead. A dead, in- 
different thing that lies between us, clam- 


The warmest mem- 
No emotion touches 
the self- 


my cold to the touch. 
ory can’t rekindle it. 
it; not even the hatred, jealousy, 


pity of a woman who believes herself 
wronged—for I can no longer comfort 
myself with that belief. Today I pity 
Wayne as much as I| do myself, but the 


sentiment is tepid, impersonal, remote, like 
one might feel for the victim of a flood 
in China. Wayne and I meet as would 
casual acquaintances; we hand Dolly back 


and forth, at regular intervals; and there 
is never, I’m sure, the tremor of an emo- 
tion in either of us. This complete in- 


difference marks, as nothing else possibly 
can, the depth of our failure. We share 
in the parentage of a child we both love; 
once, we shared life together, we loved 
each other, and perhaps for a time we 
hated each other. Today we can meet and 
pass, untouched in our hearts. How can 
this be? Was the way made too smooth 
for us? Why should we have run the 
gamut of our emotions so speedily to 
arrive at—boredom ? 

And what effort did we make to pre- 
serve our love? Or, rather, analyzing my 
own actions, what efforts did I make to 

[Turn to page 86] 
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Viola Dana Reveals the Secret 
of Her Beautiful Eyes 


Miss Dana, world-famous for the beauty of her expressive eyes, 
accentuates the lovely sweep and length of her curiing lashes by 
darkening them with the dainty toilet requisite she is here shown 
applying, “MAYBELLINE” 

She has used “MAYBELLINE” for ten years, both for street 
wear and in her scrcen work, and regards it as indispensab'e. 


Millions of women; from charming girl to queenly matron have discovered 
how ‘“*MAYBELLINE” reveals the hidden beauty of their eyes. 

“MAYBELLINE” is harmless. The popular Solid Form or the waterproof 
Liquid Form, BLACK or BROWN, are 75c at all toilet goods counters. 


MAYBELLINE CO., CHICAGO 


Beautifies Eyelashes and Brows Instantly 
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Laura La Plante, star 
of Universal's forth- 


e coming special, THE 
MIDNIGHT SUN | 

I prefer Kissproof to 

18S all others Sincerely 


Laura La Plante. 


—or a cup of tea will not 


disturb K issproof — 


DOR instance take our famous Kiss 
proof Rouge Compacte—it is 
enchantment—a fairy sprite mas- 

querading in a daintily encased con- 
tainer. It is warm, glowing—lovely as 
Nature itself. The first time you 
daintily brush your cheeks with this 
delicate rouge you will be thrilled—it 
will give you the tint of wild roses on 
your cheeks, yet Kissproof Rouge Com- 
pacte is as natural as your own blush. 
Its vivid freshness blends charmingly 
with spring coloring—it is daintily ad- 
herent—proof against the brush of a nap- 
kin or the touch of aglove. No matter 
how many hours you spend in a blustery 
spring wind you cannot disturb it. It 
will give your cheeks the youthful bloom 
which only fades under the touch of a 
cleansing cold cream or soap and water. 
Also, in your treasure chest of loveliness 
you should include Kissproof Lipstick. 
You will find it exotic—adherent yet 
daintily lovely, never conspicuous or 
obtrusive. It will hold the magic glow 
of color on your lips, whether at tea- 
time and twilight, or under the dazzling 
glare of evening lights. It will give new 
and rare loveliness to your lips. More- 
over, it will give you the perfect assur- 
ance of feminine loveliness which is so 
desirable, no matter where you are or 
what you are doing. 


Don't wait! Go to your favorite toilet goods dealer. 


If he cannot supply you write to us. We will send 
u these magic bits of color. The price of Kiss- 
roof Lipstick in a dainty metal case is but 50c. 


Kissproof Rouge Compacte attractively encased is 
surprisingly priced at /5e. Or send us the coupon 
for a liberal week's supply. 


Delica laboratories Inc. 
Paris, Neus York, Chicago 


—Given— 


DELICA LABORATORIES, Inc. 

3012 Clybourne Ave., Dept. 1324, Chicago, III. 
Dear Sirs: Please send me free samples (enough 
for one week) of Kiseproof Lipstick and Kiss 
proof Rouge Compacte. I enclose 10c for pack- 
ing and mailing. 


Name 


Address 


Cctly 


Did She Fill Her Part of the Contract? 


[Continued from page 84] 


hold the love of my husband? After we 
had lost it, when it was too late, we con- 
| tinued to assert the fiction of its existence. 
| We followed conventioa, habit, perhaps 
the hope that by pretense we might re- 
| animate it. 

But with the coming of the other wo- 
man the sham fell from us. 

And I had made way for her, had begun 
to make way for her years before she 
|eame. It’s a terrible thing to say, but the 
cold fact remains: from the day my child 
was born, I ceased to love my husband. I 
don’t mean that I was conscious then of 
la sudden estrangement, or that the com- 
plete cessation of my love was immediate, 
but I now see that on Dolly’s birth my 
emotional response to Wayne changed- 
lost something. Yes; and what it lost 
}was love. Before, Wayne had been hus- 
band, lover, companion, child, all my emo- 
tions had found completion in him; but 
when Dolly’s little hand gripped my finger, 
he became husband, alone. The child at 
| my breast needed me. Fool that I was, I 
failed to realize that the man sitting alone 
in the library downstairs also needed me. 

What I gave of myself to Wayne I gave 
grudgingly. But each day I became more 
assertive as to what I thought Wayne 
owed me, and owed Dolly. The marriage 
certificate had deeded him over to me, and 


HAVE not lost my husband. He comes 
home to me every night faithfully, and, 
just as I did two short years ago, | go 

to meet him. He bends and kisses me 
lightly—coldly, so that a little tremor runs 
from the place where his lips touched my 
cheek to my heart; a chill foreboding, be- 
|cause I am afraid that I may still lose 
what is left to me. 

No, I have not lost my husband. [I still 
have his presence, but it is like an empty 
shell. I have lost his divine tenderness, 
that flaming love of his, amd sometimes, 
when I am alone, I turn desperately to 
all kinds of plans, but I have found no 
solution. 

In the evenings we still sit together in 
our cozy library, but for all its comfort, 
its softly shaded lamps reflecting dancing 
shadows on the leather bound books, it 
holds no cheer for me. 

We were married two years ago. I was 
assured of comforts and luxuries. My 
husband is the head of a_ successfully 
growing business. But, better than that, 
I was assured of so deep a love that when 
we sat near one another in the evening 
the room seemed full of hurrying little 
breaths of ecstasy. Can such a love die? 
Can one who once loved so well deliber- 
ately put that love aside and be content 
with the kind of life we are now living ? 

I was always accustomed to get what 
I wanted, and my husband was more in- 
dulgent with me than anyone had ever 
been. I suppose it went.to my head, be- 
cause I soon got in with a wild crowd 
and developed a perfect mania for spend- 
| ing—buying unnecessary clothes, entertain- 
ing extravagantly, and buying useless ex- 
| pensive trinkets for my friends. With all 
| that frivolity to occupy my mind, I was 
not inclined to listen to the little humorous 
things my husband had to tell of when he 
}came home. When he wanted to share 


"his worries with me, I would playfully put 


in bearing him a child I had carried out 
my part of the contract. Now his were 
the duties, the responsibilities—to us. And 
“us” now meant Dolly and me. It was 
no longer a fifty-fifty proposition between 
Wayne and me 

In some such fashion, our domestic life 
went on for nearly four ‘years. All my 
days were given to Dolly. I supervised 
her nursing, studied child psychology, and 
all the medical books on rearing children, 
shopped for her, showed her to my friends, 
and every afternoon drove her in my car 
out into the country that she might ger 
pure air. When Wayne came home in 
the evening, I had only one subject to lay 
before him—Dolly. He may have wanted 
to entertain some friends at home, but 
how could the child sleep through the 
noise our wild crowd usually makes? And 
as for a theatre, I was too tired. I had 
been shopping all over town for the proper 
shoes for Dolly. Why didn’t he run across 
to Stauntons? Moll had asked us over 
And you know Dolly always wakes me 
at six in the morning. And that is how 
it happened. 

I was a failure as a wife, but so far, 
no one has even suggested that I may be 
failing as a mother—and sometimes I 


wonder. 
R. E. W., N. Y. C. 


Can Such a Love Die? 
$50 Prize Letter 


my hands to my ears and tell him, “Oh, 
oh, what heavy burdens!” But I was 
really annoyed. 

Then I asked for a larger allowance, 
and then again, and the third time, when 
he refused, I sprang up wildly and 
shouted, “I will have it!” Then came 
that bitter quarrel and his extraordinary 
proposition. 

“I’m willing to strike a bargain with 
you,” he said, and his voice was so cold. 
“I will deliberately force myself to stop 
loving you and give you only what you 
have demanded from me for such a long 
time—money. I have increased your al- 
lowance twice and in these few months 
you have shown me that you care only 
for money, not for love. Very well, you 
will do without it. If, on the other hand, 
you decide that that is not the wisest plan, 
I will give you what I gave you when 
we were first married, an allowance large 
enough for your needs, and—my heart, my 
whole heart, Mary.” 

I held out my hand and said, with 
a hard ring to my voice, “Your first sug- 
gestion suits my needs.” 

His eyes grew cold and he ignored me. 

“T am quite satisfied.” 

But now I have learned what I have 
lost. He kisses my cheek, but that is to 
stop any idle gossip of the servants. He 
is faithful to me because he is honorable, 
and he stays at home because I do. 

But in the evenings when he reads and 
I am supposed to be reading, I look at 
him and feel an aching longing to stroke 
his hair and bury my face in his arms. 
If only he would show that he is making 
an effort to be so indifferent, I would put 
pride aside and tell him how I long for 
him! But against my will, I am almost 
convinced that he is making no effort. He 
loved me so wildly! What can I do to 
make him see that I realize my mistake? 


M. T., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Just a few drops 

combed into the 
hair am! = almost 
immediately you 
can see ‘“‘listless 


new head 


artificial 
ess could 


Marvelous New 
Spanish Liquid 


melding into glo- 
rious waves and 
curls, 


And in 20 minutes 
your mirror 


and curled as you like it best; 
with a natural wave that no 
beauty-parlor proc- 
possibly duplicate. 


shows you 4 
hair—marcelled 


Makes any hair beautifully curly 


The Spanish le 
Priceless Gift 


By Winnifred Ralston 


ROM the day we started to school, 

) Draeer Winthrop and I were called 

the touseled-hair twins. 

Our mothers despaired of us. Our hair 
simply wouldn’t behave. 

As we grew older the hated name still clung 
to us. It followed us through the grades and 
into boarding school. Then Charity’s fam- 
ily moved to Spain and I didn’t see her 
again until last New Year's eve. 

A party of us had gone to the Drake Hotel 
for dinner that night. As usual I was terri- 
bly embarrassed and ashamed of my hair. 

Horribly self-conscious I was sitting at 
the table, scarcely touching my food, wishing 
1 were home. It seemed that everyone had 
wonderful, lustrous, curly hair but me and 
I felt they were all laughing or, worse, pitying 
me behind my back. 

My eyes strayed to the dance floor and 
there | saw a beautiful girl dancing with 
Tom Harvey. Her eye caught mine and 
to my surprise she smiled and started toward 
me. 

About this girl’s face was a halo of golden 
curls. I think she had the most beautiful 
hair | ever saw. My face must have turned 
scarlet as I compared it mentally with my 
own straggly, ugly mop. 

Of course you have guessed her identity— 
Charity Winthrop who once had dull straight 
hair like mine. 

It had been five long years since I had 
seen her. But I simply couldn’t wait. I blurted out— 
“Charity Winthrop—tell me— 
what miracle has happened to 
your hair?” 

She smiled and said myste- 
riously, “Come to my room 
and will tell you the whole 
story.” 


Charity tells of the 
beggar’s gift \ », 
“Our house in Madrid faced 


often strolled after my siesta. A Matchless Marcel 


in 20 minutes 


“Miguel, the beggar, always occupied the end bench 
of the south end of the plaza. I always dropped a few 
centavos in his hat when I passed and he soon grew 
to know me. 

“The day before I left Madrid I stopped to bid him 
goodby and pressed a gold coin in his palm.” 

“Hija mia,” he said. “You have been very kind to 
an old man. Digamelo (tell me) senorita, what it is 
your heart most desires.” 

“T laughed at the idea, then said jokingly, “Miguel, 
my hair is straight and dull. I would have it lustrous 
and curly.” 

“Oigame, senorita,” he said—“Many years ago— 
a Castilian prince was wedded to a Moorish beauty. 
Her hair was black as a raven’s wing and straight as 
an arrow. Like you, this lady wanted los pelos rizos 
(curly hair). Her hushand offered thousands of pesos 
to the man who would fulfill her wish. The prize fell 
to Pedro, the Droguero. Out of roots and herbs he 
brewed a potion that converted the princess’ straight, 
unruly hair into a glorious mass of ringlet curls. 

“Pedro, son of the son of Pedro, has that secret today. 
Years ago I did him a great service. Here you will 
find him, go to him and tell your wish.” 

“I called a coche and gave the driver the address 
Miguel had given me. 

At the door of the apothecary shop, a funny old 
hawk-nosed Spaniard met me. I stammered out my 
explanation. When I finished, he bowed and van- 
ished into his store. Presently he returned and handed 
me a bottle 

“Terribly excited—I could hardly wait until I reached 
home. When I was in my room alone, I took down 
my hair and applied the liquid as directed. In twenty 
minutes, not one second more, the transformation, which 
you have noted, had taken place 

“Come, Winnifred—apply it to your own hair and see 
what it can do for you.” 

Twenty minutes later, as I looked into Charity’s mir- 
ror I could hardly believe my eyes. The impossible had 
happened. My dull straight hair had wound itself in- 
to curling tendrils. My head was a mass of ringlets and 
waves. It shone with a lustre it never had before. 

You can imagine the amazement of the others in 
the party when I returned to the ballroom. Every- 
body noticed the change. Never did I have such a 
glorious night. I was popular. Men clustered about 
me. I had never been so happy 

The next morning when I awoke, I hardly dared 
look in my mirror fearing it had all been a dream. 

But it was true—gloriously true. 
My hair was curly and beautiful. 

For a long time I kept the se- 
cret to myself, but I felt that all 
women should be given this re- 
markable beauty aid. So it has 
been made available through the 
Century Chemists. ey have 
agreed to act as distributors un- 
der a most liberal trial offer, 
which makes this new found 
beauty secret available to all 
women, regardless of their finan- 
cial status. 


Loveiy Curls 


Now the golden opportunity is yours. You no 
longer have to spend large sums of money in beauty 
shops, or endanger your hair by some “permancut 
waves,” for this remarkable Spanish Curling Fluid, 
called “Wave-Sta,” will bring you beautifully curly 
hair in 20 minutes. One application will keep your 
hair beautiful a week or more. 

Don’t delay another minute. Take advantage of 
this liberal trial offer NOW and always have the beau- 
tiful curly hair you want. 


Liberal Trial Offer 


(Only One Bottle to a Family) 
For a limited time, we are 
offering a full size bottle of a“ 
““Wave-Sta” (Spanish Curl- 
ing Fluid) at a price that 
covers only the cost of com- 
pounding, 
selling, which we figured 
down to $1.97 (Please re- 
member that this is a special 
offer for new users only and 
we cannot fill more than one 
order for each family at this 
price.) If you 
fectly delig 
after using 
lays, simply return the un- 
used portion and your money will be refunded 
Under the terms of special trial offer you do 
not have to send any money in advance. Simply 
sign and mail the coupon Then when the post- 
man brings this remarkable beauty aid, just 
pay him $1.97, plus a few cents postage, and 
your hair worries are ended forever 
This offer may not be repeated. Remember, we 
take all the risk If “‘Wave-Sta"’ doesn't make 
your hair beautifully curly, give it new life, 
new lustre, new silky sheen, all you have to do 
is notify us and your money wil be returned in 
full Have you ever heard of a fairer offer’ 


CENTURY CHEMISTS 
Jackson Blvd., at Desplaines St., Chicago, Ill. 


Send no money—simply sign and mail the 
coupon. 


Coupon 
CENTURY CHEMISTS 
Jackson Blvd., at Desplaines St., Dept. 156. 

Chicago, Il. 

Gentlemen: Please send me, in plain wrapper, 
by insured parcel post, a full sized bottle of 
“Wave-Sta" (Spanish Curling Fluid) I will 
pay postman the special trial price of $1.97, plus 
few cents postage, on delivery, with the under 
standing that if, after a 5-day trial, I am not 
perfectly delighted with this magic curling 
liquid, I may return the unused contents in the 
bottle and yoy will immediately return my 
money in full. 


Address ..... 

Note: If you are apt to be out when the 
postman calls, you may enclose $2 and ““Wave- 
Sta” will be sent to you paid. 
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He Adored 


The Hair-Free Beauty of 
Her Soft White Arms + + 


The hair-free skin of her smooth, 
round arms was like the creamy 
petal of a rose—soft as velvet to his 
impulsive caress. All women were 
not like that—he knew. She knew 
that before she learned of NEET 
ber arms were blemished with hair. 


The wonderful thing about Neet, 
the dainty hair-removing cream, is 
that it is ready to use the moment 
you buy it. You merely smooth it 
on and then rinse away the unsight- 
ly hair. The liberal sized 50c tube 
can be hadatalmost every drug 
or department store. Call for Neet 
by name. Accept no substitute. 


HANNIBAL PHAR. CO., ST. LOUIS, MO. 


The Hair Cream 


ENSEM BLEVANITY 


very Peariswenne / 


MMR created Red Seal Hair Nets. Now MMR 
presents fashion's very newest toilette 
—the Ensemble Vanity—a complete chain vanity 
containing loose powder, lip and face rouge sec- 
tions all under covers; also three money holders 
for ew = and bills and vay beveled French plate 
mirror—for only $3.75. Think of it! Refills contain 
liberal supply of a scented and highest 
grade powder .lip and face rouge, and 2 velvet 
puffs. Both Vanity and Refill are obtainable at 
any Drag, Department or Jewelry Store. Do ask to 
see wisienne.”’ If your dealer 
has not yet received his stock, send money order 
for $3.75 and we will send one MMR Vanity direct 
prepaid. For refill add $1.00—$4.76 in all. 


Morris-Mann & Reilly 
Ill S. Wells Street, Chicago, Illinois 
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ore glance before answering. Then 
an expression that was like the light of 
complete understanding glowed in his eyes. 

“It's getting you, Tandy. It never fails. 
| You may yet know what I meant by find- 
| ing romance apart from women. It’s right 
| here in this street. It’s a presence—a pas- 
| sion not entirely to do with women’s arms. 

\frica, man! Africa! and the breath of 
| the sun and desert; of something you can 
| ieel and not touch— 
“But, the dancing girls, 
insisted. 

“Still thinking of romance in terms of 
women, eh?” he said, a note of irritability 
in his tones. “Well, you'll have to be 
more of a barbarian than this if you want 
to understand. Come, we'll find scor- 
pion-eater, first. He'll prepare you for 
the dancing girls!” 


Boardman,” I 


A? ATIVE stood watching us with a 
4 pair of eyes such as I had felt were 
following me ever since landing in Egypt. 
Boardman’s voice addressing him sounded 
like Arabic musketry in the din. The 
hooded figure salaamed as if he had sud- 
denly visioned Allah, muttering something 
behind his black beard. 

“This old keef-smoker knows El-Akbar 
down the line. He swears by Allah that 
El-Akbar eats scorpions who possess the 


nine lives of cats. Come on,” he com- 
manded, tugging at my arms with steel 
fingers. 


El-Akbar was only waiting for a profit- 
able audience. We found him holding up 
the largest of his venomous creatures as 
a salesman shows his wares. His fanatical 
eyes became balls of black flames when he 
saw us edging through the dimly lit door- 
way of his stall. 

The scorpion-eater salaamed profoundly, 
then shouted shrilly into the blackness that 
invaded the stall through a back door. | 
sensed movement back there in the dark; 
stealthy, creepy sort of movement. Sud- 
denly a pair of eyes gleamed white and 
black through the shadows. Then two 
more pairs... 

A sort of faint drumming filled my ears. 
It was like the sound of distant summer 
thunder. Someone was barely tapping a 
tom-tom back there in the blackness El- 
Akbar had shrilled into. 

My right foot began to beat time with 
the tom-tom as the hidden player scourged 
his savage drum with heavier, swifter 
strokes. A mad desire to join the scor- 
pion-eater in his weird chant choked my 
throat with suppressed sound as | watched 
the skinny old Arab sway and sing himself 
into a seance. 

The wail of hautboys now joined with 
the tattoo of the tom-toms. This commin- 
| gling of the music was a sign to El-Akbar. 
He whirled himself into a spin that made 
| the stall swim before my gaze. 

“A-ah,” he cried over and over again, 
las he danced upon the cracked glass, his 
| fervor for the ritual increasing while he 
| jigged unmercifully bare-footed over the 
jagged crystals. El-Akbar soon advanced 
upon the basket in which loathsome life 
wriggled. Plunging his bare brown hands 
in, he drew out squirming scorpions, ap- 
parently taunting them to sting him. The 
sight of blood drops from their stingers 
swept him into a tantrum of gloating .. . 

My impulse to turn away from the 
sight of him crowding those live venomous 
things into his contorting mouth was sud- 
denly trampled down by the rebellious 
stampede of an aroused craving for the 
violent and the raw. I watched him, fear- 


Wanderlust 


[Continued from page 23] 


fascinated When he finished | 
would hav~ burst out into a frenzy of ap- 
plause if Boardman had not stopped me 
by a warning gesture. 

“Don't You'll break the spell. The 
wretch’s not through yet. He must eat 
every sliver of glass...” 

That a man, carried away by some mys- 
tic madness of the moment, can feed off 
o1 live, stinging things, and then crunch 
glass into his stomach without an ill effect, 
may seem unbelievable to those who do not 


fully 


know. If I had not seen El-Akbar do such 
things before my very eyes on my first 
night in Africa, | would doubt, too. 


him do it, and when we 
threw money at him, and pushed out of 
his stall into the: white passion of the 
night to seek a house of the dancing girls, 
I was a part of the night’s savage mood. 

Cruel, violent music rushed out of the 
dancing house Boardman selected. To me, 
it seemed that a roaring cataract had been 
let loose somewhere inside to try and 
smother the wail of piercing sound that 
was escaping. The roar was the pounding 
of crazed fists and sticks against tom- 
toms, and the wail was the bursting ef- 
forts of the hautboy players. They made 
no medley, producing instead a_ barbaric 
barrage that kept my craving for the raw 
and violent alive, after the throbbing 
fashion of an open wound. 

“A dance is on,” announced Boardman. 
“Remember what I said. An indifferent 
Christian and these wenches will twist 
themselves into a knot Allah can’t untie!” 

We pushed our way through a short 
hall that was bursting with the music of 
the wilderness. At the end of this hall 
we entered a room crowded with Arabs. 
3eyond them on a tiny platform swayed 
a dancing girl to tones that crashed up 
and down. 

The girl on the platform was fat and 
ugly. Her skin was the color of a dirty 
Gypsy. All the romance I had secretly asso- 
ciated with the thought of Cairo’s dancing 
girls became like a nightmare. Disgusted, 
and disillusioned, I turned to Boardman. 
The man’s fever-haunted eyes were not 
upon the gross spectacle of Oriental dance. 
Instead, they were focused, as if magne- 
tized, upon another dancing girl who was 
vainly trying to shrink into the white wall 
while waiting her time on the platform. 


But I saw 


HE superb perfection of this girl’s 

body, covered only by a thin veil, pro- 
claimed itself through the dimness of the 
room, in spite of the grotesque heap she 
had huddled into. My eyes followed the 
lines of her slender arm which hung clos- 
est to me and focused upon a crudely tat- 
tooed camel just above her elbow. 

It seemed to stamp as of the Orient her 
flawlessly exotic beauty. If anything, the 
sign that she was tired and depressed lent 
a wistful quality to her face which subtly 
softened the wild passion smouldering in 
her black, flame eyes. 

I heard 
Boardman saying under his breath as my 
glances devoured the huddled girl. 

“What's that?” I asked without looking 
away from her. 

“Ah-na! That’s the girl’s name. 
one you're watching so closely . . .” 

I felt my face burn at these words, and 
the tone Boardman was using. Still the 
fascination of the girl was like sorcery, 
and I did not take my eyes from her. 

“An Arab tells me she’s the street's 
favorite dancer. Her father was a white 

[Turn to page 90] 
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man. French. God! What an olive body 
she has!” ; 

The casualness of tone that had been 
h at the café table was gone. He was 
still staring at her. But, not through eyes 
burning with the sexless fever of wander- 
lust. The man’s eyes were aflame with a 
fever more fiery while it lasts—one that 
consumes men’s bodies and souls, driving 
them to the most fatal follies 

I found myself resenting the effect of 
\h-na upon my companion, as | recalled 
his boast that he looked upon woman with 
the eyes of the East. As I watched him 
prey upon her, this resentment grew, 
warmly presaging conflict such as comes 
between two men who look upon the same 
’ girl with favor. 

The sordid fat dancer wriggled ungrace- 
fully from the platform during a lull of 
the fierce music. No applause followed 
her passing. 

Tom-toms and _ hautboys suddenly 
crashed into new and more violent life. 
The impulse to jerk Boardman back gave 
way in that jarring outburst. But I 
followed him, reaching his side on the 
fringe of the audience just in time to see 
\h-na’s smouldering eyes leap into two 
points of brilliance. The weariness that 
had been hovering veil-like over her face 
faded like a mist before rising sun. A 
vivacity the dancing girls exhibit before 
the devouring eyes of men possessed her 
face and body. 

\ pulse, unfelt before, began throbbing 
to make all your own clothes and hats for a |" ™y temple as she whirled on nimble 
third of what you pay in the shops, | toes, flinging her arms this way and that 

This is a new plan so simple that you in sensual gestures. Once again my 

: ‘ ’ breath became hot wind trapped in my 

start making pretty things at once—so thor- throat, and my eyes burned. 
ough that you can acquire in a few months Ah-na was in the midst of a dizzying 
the skill of a professional dressmaker, and | spin when an Arab rushed out of the crowd 
not only make your own clothes, but earn | at her. I started to intercept him, but 
$20 to $40 a week sewing for others. Boardman was a yr ahead of -, It 
ros ae was as swift and as telling a blow as I’ve 
It costs you ad ghee sa ever seen delivered. The desire-crazed 
" Moslem streaked to the floor, his cry of 
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“They Are Just Like 
Sweethearts Again’ 


“To look at them you'd never think 
they've been married for five years. 
They certainly are happy together. 

“Yet it seems only a few months ago 
that she came to me almost in tears 
and said she was terribly lonesome— 
didn’t have a thing to wear. 

“I'm going to find out how she man- 
aged to get so many pretty clothes so 
quickly. I know that Tom and I would 
go out more often if I had something 
becoming to wear.” 


IGHT at home, in spare time, through 
the Woman's Institute, you can learn 


will receive without obligation, a handsome Free ing of the hautboy players. Brown hands 
Booklet which tells how this great school has helped 
nearly 25 women to dress better at small cost | reached out and dragged him from under 


and earn money besides. my feet where Boardman’s blow had laid 
|him. He gave me an ugly look which I 
quickly forgot in the madness of Ah-na’s 
Dept. 6-D, Scranton, Penna. | dance. 


Without cost or obligation, please send me a | 
copy of one of your. booklets and tell me how I can 
learn at home the subject before which I have | 
marked an X in the list below: 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 


Dp once during her dancing did our 

| eyes meet, and this was shortly after 

| | Boardman floored the intruder. Ah-na’s 

|carmine lips that were made for kisses 

| smiled ever so slightly as our glances 

Name peel | locked. In spite of what Boardman had 
| 
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| 

| 
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| said about being indifferent to the dancing 
girls, I gave her a smiling sign that she 
pleased me. It was then that I caught a 
fleeting impression that the savagery she 
exhibited was only half-hearted. 

Moments later, when the room seemed 
about to burn up from the dancing passion 
of her presence, Ah-na calmed as did the 
terrible music. Boardman was _inhal- 
ing and exhaling like a person in some 
kind of strange agony. I saw his great 
shoulders moving, and there was a hint 
of agitation under the white cloth that 
sleeved his sinuous arms: 

Returning my eyes to Ah-na, who seemed 
to be affecting a trance, I wondered if 
Boardman would rush out and sweep her 
Ghowly sine. into his embrace. For I got the impression 

$1.00 Is All You Pay ag Sy Page a mad desire was brewing 
gy ye “If he dares!” I thought, my mind 
Dept. N-4 Providence, R. 1. 
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Just to Introduce 
RADEX DIAMONDS 


The most radiant, perfect substitute for real diamonds 

RADEX GEMS are worn by fashionable society with- 

out fear of detection, 

We will send P ae choice of solitaire or dinner ring 
beautiful Sterling Silver mounting, postpaid on 

receipt of $1.00, our regular $3.00 value. Send 

$1.00, your name, ress and string 


waking up in the hot flood of resentment 
boiling through my veins again. But my 
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companion who had antagonized me by his 
interest in Ah-na, lost his chance to com- 
mit such a rash act—which would have 
seemed doubly rash for him in view oi 
his boasted passivity where women were 
concerned—for at that very moment the 
girl, salaaming first, came running over 
to me, her black hair streaming over ex- 
posed shoulders like a sable mantle; her 
round arms extended as if in supplication 
Like a flash she went to the floor. The 
next instant her head lay upon my knee. 
A sensation of being touched by flame 
came to me until, looking down into her 
beautiful face, half-hidden by her mantle 
of raven hair, I beheld that weary and 
distressed look creeping over her like a 
veil of sadness. Her eyes, no longer 
aflame with the barbary of Africa, had 
softened into a pleading expression. 


ERHAPS it was only my eager qest 

for romance with a dancing girl tat 
made me believe that Ah-na, in the uncanny 
and uncomfortable hush of the moment, 
was begging me to understand she was in 
trouble and wanted my help. Perhaps—- 
or else it was the unmistakable despair 
and fear that I read into her uplifted 
eyes. 

All of this drama lasted only a few 
reeling seconds. Then Ah-na, with her 
touch of flame, was gone—huddled once 
more against the white wall, but with her 
eyes smouldering at me through the dim- 
ness and cigarette fog . There was a 
stir in the room, as if some tension had 
been magically broken. The breathing oi 
men became more regular; less audible. 

Joardman joined in the stir of the 
room, turning half-about. Our eyes met. 
His seemed feverish with desire. But, 
it was not until I saw the taut lines of 
his sensitive, lonely lips that my premoni- 
tion of conflict impeding between us be- 
came acute. A sound, unintelligible to me 
in the room’s babble, escaped his sealed 
mouth. He got up abruptly, and walked 
toward the hall, motioning the proprietor 
of the place to follow him. 

Almost at the same moment, an Arab 
pulled fawningly at the sun helmet dan- 
gling from my left hand. 

“Effendi is lucky! Ah-na has given the 
sign of her favor to him. It is the first 
time ever. Never does she pay attention 
that men are here. The proprietor boasts 
she is a good girl, and that he keeps her 
so like your white ladies, to sell her for 
a fortune. Look, even now, her eyes crave 
Effendi,” he cried in miserable French. 

I looked at the huddling girl. Yes, her 
eyes had been upon me until that very 
moment. Now they were lowering before 
my glance, drooping after the way wo- 
men’s eyes close without exactly shut- 
ting. 

“Go speak with her, Effendi,” coaxed 
the man, holding out his hand. I gave him 
a coin and strode over to the side of the 
dancing girl, my cheeks burning as the 
twittering of the Arabs increased. I knew 
they were talking about me. 

Ah-na spoke fair French. Her voice 
was like liquid music in a minor key— 
the music of tragedy. She begged me to 
save her that very night from an ugly 
thing, swearing by Allah, and my 
Christian God, she’d be my slave girl for 
life if I would. There was little time for 
the explanation of details. 

“My father was a French soldier of 
fortune in the desert. He was married 
to my mother only a year when the desert 

[Turn to page 92] 
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“Can he really play?” a girl whispered. 
“Heavens, no!” Arthur exclaimed. 


never played a note in his life. 


They Laughed 


, 


Whe 


IN 


Down 


At the Piano 
But When Started 


RTHUR had just played ‘The 
Rosary.” The room rang with ap- 
plause. I decided that this would be 

a dramatic moment for me to make my 
debut. To the amazement of all my friends, 
I strode confidently over to the piano and 
sat down. 


“Jack is up to his old tricks,” somebody 
chuckled. The crowd laughed. They 
were all certain that I couldn’t play 
a single note. 

“Can he really play?” I heard a girl whisper 
to Arthur. 


“Heavens, no!’ Arthur exclaimed. 
“He never played a note in all his life 
But just you watch him. This is going to 
be good.” 

I decided to make the most of the 
situation. With mock dignity I drew 
out a silk handkerchief and lightly dusted 
off the piano keys. Then I rose and gave 
the revolving piano stool a quarter of a 
turn, just as I had seen an imitator of 
Paderewski do in a vaudeville sketch. 

“What do you think of his execution?” 
called a voice from the rear. 


“We're in favor of it!” back 
the answer, and the crowd rocked with 
laughter. 


Then I Started to Play 


Instantly a tense silence fell on the guests. 
The laughter died on their lips as if by magic. 
I played through the first few bars of Beetho- 
ven’s immortal Moonlight Sonata. I heard 
gasps of amazement. My friends sat breath- 
less—spellbound! 


I played on and as I played I forgot the peo- 
ple around me. I forgot the 


Not in sentences but in exquisite melodies! 


A Complete Triumph! 


As the last notes of the Moonlight Sonata 
died away, the room resounded with a sudden 
roar of applause. I found myself surrounded by 
excited faces. How my friends carried on! Men 
shook my hand—wildly congratulated me— 
pounded me on the back in their enthusiasm! 
Everybody was exclaiming with delight—ply- 
ing me with rapid questions. “Jack! Why 
didn’t you tell us you could play like that?” 
. . . “Where did you learn?”—“How long have 
you studied?”—“Who was your teacher?” 

“I have never even seen my teacher,” I re- 


plied. “And just a short while ago I couldn’t 
play a note.” 


“Quit your kidding,” laughed Arthur, him- 
self an accomplished pianist. ‘You've been 
studying for years. I can tell.” 


“I have been studying only a short while,” 
I insisted. “I decided to keep it a secret so that 
I could surprise all you folks.” 

Then I told them the whole story. 


“Have you ever heard of the U. S. School of 
Music?” I asked. 


A few of my friends nodded. “That’s a 
correspondence school, isn’t it?” they exclaimed. 


“Exactly,” I replied. “They have a new sim- 
plified method that can teach you to play any 
instrument by mail in just a few months.” 


How I Learned to Play Without 
a Teacher 


And then I explained how for years I had 
longed to play the piano. 

“A few months ago,” I continued, “I saw 
an interesting ad for the U. S. 


hour, the place, the breathless 
listeners. The little world I 
lived in seemed to fade—seemed 
to grow dim—unreal. Only the Piano 
music was real. Only the music 
and the visions it brought me. 
Visions as beautiful and as Traps 


changing as the wind blown Mandolin 
clouds and drifting moonlight Clarinet 
that long ago inspired the mas- Flute 

ter composer. It seemed as if —- 


the master musician himself 
were speaking to me—speaking 
through the medium of music 
—not in words but in chords. 


Pick Your 


Instrument 


Voice and Speech Culture 
Automatic Finger Control 
Piano Accordion 


Banjo (5 String, Plectrum and Tenor) 


School of Music—a new method 
of learning to play which only 
cost a few cents a day! The ad 


Harmony and told how a woman had mastered 
Composition the piano in her spare time at 
home—and without a teacher! 


Guitar Best of all, the wonderful new 


Hawaiian — method she used, required no 

_ Guitar laborious scales—no_ heartless 
Cornet exercises—no tiresome practis- 
Piccolo ing. It sounded so convincing 
Trombone 


that I filled out the coupon 
requesting the Free Demon- 
stration Lesson. 


“The free book arrived 


9i 


promptly and I started in that very night to 
study the Demonstration Lesson. I was amazed 
to see how easy it was to play this new way. 
Then I sent for the course. 


“When the course arrived I found it was just 
as the ad said—as easy as A.B.C.! And, as the 
lessons continued they got easier and easier. 
Before I knew it I was playing all the pieces | 
liked best. Nothing stopped me. I could play 
ballads or classical numbers or jazz, all with 
equal ease! And I never did have any special 


talent for music!” 
* 


Play Any Instrument 


You, too, can now teach yourself to be an accom- 
plished musician—right at home—in half the usual 
time. You can’t go wrong with this simple new 
method which has already shown almost half a million 
ecople how to play their favorite instruments. 
Goan that old-fashioned idea that you need special 
“talent”. Just read the list of instruments in the 
anel, decide which one you want to play and the 
a S. School will do the rest. And bear in mind no 
matter which instrument you choose, the cost in 
each case will be the same—just a few cents a day. 
No matter whether you are a mere beginner or 
already a good performer, you will be interested 
in learning about this new and wonderful method. 


Send for Our Free Booklet and 
Demonstration Lesson 


Thousands of successful students never dreamed 
they possessed musical ability until it was revealed 
to them by a remarkable “Musical Ability Test” 
which we send entirely without cost with our in- 
teresting free booklet. 

If you are in earnest about wanting to play 
your favorite instrument—if you really want to 
gain happiness and increase your popularity—send 
at once for the free booklet an Jemonstration 
Lesson. No cost—no obligation Right now we 
are making a Special offer for a limited number of 
new students. Gen and send the convenient coupon 
now — before it’s too late to gain the benefits of 
this offer. Instruments supplied when needed, 
cash or credit. U. S. School of Music, 4274 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

U. S. School of Music, 

4274 Brunswick Bidg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr 
Frank Crane, Demonstration Lesson and particulars 
of your Special Offer. am interested in the follow- 
ing course: 


Have you above instrument? 


Name 
(Please write plainly) 

Address ....... 

State 
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Ruth Laird 


from Dalias, 
Tezas, one of 

the principal 
dancers in Ned 
Waybdurn's 
New Musical 
Comedy Hi, 
"he Maiden 
Voyage" 


N°? matter who you are, where you live, 
4 N whether you have had previous instruc- 
tion in Stage Dancing or don’t know one step 
from another—you can now master the es- 
sentials of this fascinating art—under Ned 
Wayburn’s personal direction—right in your 
own home 


Think of it! You learn every type of 
dancing under the expert and sympathetic 
guidance of the man who staged the best 
editions of “‘The Follies’ and over 500 other 
Revues, Musical Comedies and Headline Vaudeville 
Productions. You get the benefit of exactly the same 
method which has proved such an enormous success 
in Mr. Wayburn’s famous New York Studios—the 
method that has helped Evelyn Law, Ann Pennington, 
Varilyn Miller, Gilda Gray, Fred and Adele Astaire, 
Oscar Shaw, and scores of other stage celebrities up 
the Ladder of Fame! 


Booklet FREE 


There is no other Home Study Course in existence 
that is anything like it, So whether you are looking 
forward to a happy, successful stage career—or 
whether you merely want to acquire the glowing 
health and perfection of bodily beauty which Stage 
Dancing, properly taught, never fails to give—you 
should write at once for Mr. Wayburn’s new, FREE 
illustrated Booklet 18, which describes his remark- 
able course in detail. Do it now. 


NED WAYBURN 
Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 


1841 Broadway,(Entr.on 60thSt.)Studio 18 
At Columbus Circle, New York. Open all year ’round 
9 A. M. to 10 P. M. Except Sundays. 
(Closed Saturdays at 6 P.M.) Phone Columbus 3500 


Prettier EYES 
Reward this Care 


A few drops of Murine, night and 
morning, are sufficient to keep your 
EYES always clear, bright and 
healthy. Itsoothesandrefreshes EYES 
wearied by reading, sewing or office 
work—relieves the irritation caused 
by exposure to sun, wind and dust. 
Write Murine Co., Dept.91 ,Chicago, 
for free book on Eye Beauty. 


URINE; 


OR Your 
EYES 


Wanderlust 


[Continued from page 90] 


claimed him. My mother and I were 
taken captive. Ben Bai, the proprietor 
here, bought me as a wirl. He has shielded 
me only to trade me for bigger profit .. . 
Tomorrow at dawn,” her shoulders shud- 
dered, “Ben Bai delivers me to a desert 
chief who has a price on his head in Tunis. 
I have seen him once, Monsieur. He is— 
a devil!” 

“How do I save you?” I asked, suddenly 
aware of that uncanny sensation that had 
overshadowed me since arriving in Africa. 
Oriental eyes seemed to be watching me 
craftily from the white walls of the room. 
Somehow, now that I had asked a way to 
foil a Moslem’s deviltry, the sensation of 
watching eyes became more real than im- 
aginary. 

“There will be danger, Monsieur—danger 
to both of us.” 

The words annoyed me. 


Why had I 


What if there 
drifted into 


was danger? 
Tunis? A man with the wanderlust can- 
not afford to avoid danger. It often 


leads to more interesting trails, thus as- 
suaging his plague of restlessness for the 
time being. 

“How do I save you?” I repeated. 

\h-na no longer hesitated to tell me. 
| was to be in the alley-way of the dancing 
house, dressed in Arab costume, at three 
o'clock. Ah-na would be waiting there, 
unless... 

“Monsieur must bring much money with 
him. We may need it to bribe, or buy 
our way from street prowlers ... But, 
look!” she turned the palm of her left 
hand up to me. My eyes were suddenly 
blinded by the splendor of a diamond that 
sparkled like African sunlight on blue 
water. 

“T bring this in secrecy,” she said. “Mon- 
sieur may claim it with Ah-na if it is his 
wish 

“Expect me to help you at three,” I 
whispered, guiltily certain that eyes other 
than those of Mohammedans were upon 
me. I turned away to face Boardman, 


“QHALL we have a drink?” he asked, 
some of the old casualness back in his 
tones. 

“Yes,” I answered, glad of an excuse 
to be doing something. Ben Bai, the pro- 
prietor, escorted us to a little private stall 
down the hall. There, over a bottle of 
wine, Boardman appeared to metamorphose 
himself into the confident, aloof wanderer 
who had lured my interest the moment 
he entered the café. 

And, later as we went out of the dancing 
house, with Boardman never casting a last 
look at the girl, or so much as mentioning 
her name, my resentment disappeared al- 
together in the light of a rapidly forming 
conclusion: Ah-na had just been a flash 
in the pan of emotions which Boardman’s 
years in the East had all but dried up. 
The girl had kindled in him just a fleeting 
flame. But, that -was all. For now his 
face was that of Boardman, the hard- 
fibered man who had come out of the 
Occident to adopt the Orient. His voice 
was that of the person indifferent to the 
calms or storms surrounding him. 


When we reached the café, the city was 
still, but it was a stillness that seemed 
crowded with silent movement and excite- 
ment. 

I looked at my wrist-watch. At first 
a pair of dark crafty eyes appeared to be 
peering at me from the crystal. Then they 
faded into the luminous hands and num- 
bers. It was only one o'clock. There was 
a bottle of excellent Scotch in my apart- 
ment over the café. I asked Boardman 
to join me in a night-cap. He accepted. 

It occurred to me as I handed Board- 
man his drink that I should tell him what 
was on foot at three o’clock, when he be- 
gan speaking. 

“Ben Bai told me that two dancing girls 
of the street were found with their 
throats slit tonight—a nasty way Arabs, 
masquerading as lovers, have of robbing 


the dancers. Also a quick, but messy 
way to punish girls who rebel against 
certain customs of their country. For 


instance plotting to outwit their proprie- 
tors——” 


MMEDIATELY my thoughts turned to 

Ah-na. Fear for her became agony in 
my body and soul. 

“They kill dancing girls for such things? 
Robbery and r 

“Women as personalities do not mean 
much here in the East. I told you that 
before, Tandy,” he rejoined with a show 
of irritation. “A few women, more or 
less—nothing to fret about. But, as a 
matter of fact,” he went on, his voice 
casual again, “the dancing girls rarely 
ever get slit throats unless robbed. They 
work pretty much hand-in-hand with their 

sses—— 

“What do you mean?” I demanded. 

“Just this. They are the baits and the 
lures for three-fourths of the crimes 
committed in Africa under the cloak of 
Eastern duplicity. For instance, a danc- 
ing girl usually picks out a visitor who 
appears a profitable victim. She pins a 
sob story about herself .. . generally 
asks him to save her from something 
like being sold off . . . says he must bring 
money with him to aid in her rescue... 
promises to be his slave, and the rest of 
that bunk. The man comes along to be 
the hero... he turns out to be a sap, 
and gets robbed to boot——” 

“Good God!” I burst out impulsively, 
never stopping once to think of what I 
was saying, “that’s almost the identical 
story Ah-na told me tonight. She asked 
me to save her at three o’clock——” 

“You—you’re not going to be _ fool 
enough to—to believe her—and do it?” 

“T had expected to,” I answered, uncer- 
tain of just what to say. Did Boardman 
have my interest at heart, or was it his 


own? For a tense moment we stood 
motionless and silent in the dark. In 
that moment I visioned a _ dancing 


girl of Tunis begging me to save her. 
But the vision gave way to cruel, crafty 
spying eyes as Boardman broke the spell. 

“Good-night, Tandy. Don’t bother to 
light up. See you in the morning—for 
breakfast?” 


[To Be Continued in the May Issue} 
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You Too, \ | — 
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Learn 
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NED WAYBURN | 
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On Every Piece of 


Your Own Birth Stone se 


One hundred pieces of high quality, snow-white Dinner Ware: Each piece 
carefully patterned after the Colonial; the daintily aristocratic Martha 
Washington Shape. Big, Wide, Handles covered with Gold. Every Piece 
Edged with a rich Gold Band. But best of all Your Own Birth Stone; the 
gem that symbolizes the month of your birth, on Each and Every piece. 
Each Birthstone Embellished by a floral decoration in beautiful colors. 

Then, .26 pieces of Rogers Nickel-Silver, exquisitely designed; and an 
attractive hemstitched Table Set; all at a price far below the real value 
of the dinner set alone. 


A Tremendous Bargain 
With Easy Monthly Payments 


30 Da s’ I want to send you this beautiful complete Dining Table 

y Service Now, on Trial. I want you to have in your home 

FREE these 133 handsome, useful articles for a whole month. 

During this trial you may use everything as if it were your 

TRIAL are not charmed with the idea of possessing a beautiful 

dinner set, with your Birth Stone on every piece—if you 

do not believe that this combination offer represents a big fifty dollars 
worth — and that you save at least $12 on the purchase, you may return the 
articles. I will refund your first payment and all transportation charges. The 


* * x x *% trial will not cost you a penny. Order 
ND for my Big Free Catalog today. No. TA2980. Sale Price for all (Dinner Set, 


. Rogers Tableware and Damask Table Set) 
It is a huge treasure-house of Happy 
Home Furnishing Ideas; it contains thou- 31.95. Terms $1 with order, $3 Monthly. 


sands of Bargains in Furniture, Carpets, of 

Rugs, Stoves, etc. I sell Everything for the 4 Csr 
President ~ 

elsewhere. My MONEY BACK BOND, > SPEAR & C0. « 

the Squarest Guarantee in the World, pro- 


Home on the Easiest Terms; and my 
prices are lower than cash-down prices 
tects you completely. © 1926 Spear & Co. Dept. S803 Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Rogers Table Ware 


6 Teaspoons 
6 Knives 

6 Forks 1 Sugar Spoon 
Knives have French Shaped Blades 


1 Table Cloth and 
6 Napkins 


This set is made of Full Bleached 
Satin Finish Cotton Damask. The 
design is very attractive. The table 


6 Tablespoons 
1 Butter Knife 


cloth is attractively hemstitched; it 
measures 58 x 69 inc ; an extra large 
size. The napkins are hemstitched to 
match the table cloth and are larger 
than usual; they measure 17% x 17% 
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At Last—a 
Blonde Hair 


Shampoo! 
Keeps Light Hair from Darkening— 
Brightens Faded Blonde Hair 


W HEN light haired people wash their hair in 
an ordinary way, a thin film of oil is left on 


each hair, which collects dirt and dust, causing 
the hair to darken. That is why ‘blondes should 
lways use a special shampoo. For while light 
hair is always attractive, its beauty is lost just 
as soon ag it becomes uncertain in color, dirty 
le voking and streaky. Blondex, the new Swedish 
light hair shampoo, not only keeps blonde hair 
t larkening, but actually brings back the 
true golden beauty to even the dullest and most | 
faded blonde hair Makes hair fluffy, silky. | 
Over half a million users. Highly beneficial to 
both hair and scalp It is not a dye. Contains 
no injurious chemicals Money instantly re- 


not delighted. Get Blondex at all good 


lrug and department stores 


BLONDEX 


The Blonde Hair Shampoo 


inded if 


Your Opportunity To 
Possess Beauty-- 


To enjoy the homage and admir- 
ation attractiveness commands, 
lies in the appearance of your 
skin and complexion. Give to 
them an enchanting loveliness— 
the glorious sparkling touch of 
Beauty that 


Gourauos 
ORIENTAL CREAM 


has rendered for over 85 years. An- 
tiseptic and astringent in effect, 
making it exceptionally valuable in 
cases of blemishes, wrinkles, flabbi- 
> ness, excess oiliness and undue color. 
Renders a lasting beauty instantly, 
that preserves and protects the skin 
and complexion. Made in White, 
Flesh and Rachel, also in compacts, 
Send 10¢ for trial size, 


Ferd.T. Hopkins & Son, NewYork 


ratio of about the same sort in the rest- 
rooms of the big stores or any office where 
as many of my sex were collected. 

There was a bit. more glamor about the 
glorified. They were silk-stocking 
and crepe-step-in and pearl-dog-collar edi- 
tion, true. But, after all, who were they? 
They were all sorts, of all breeds and 
creeds and classes and states. They were 
a heterogeneous collection of young wo- 
men, concentrated there because they 
chanced to have features and figures of 
extraordinary sales value to the jaded 
public 

But they had come through the grind 
of about the same mill as most other 
girls. Some of them would rehearse until 
daylight and then go out—not to a night- 


joint, but to early mass; some ‘of them 
were bad in their hearts and had been 
before they ever started through the 


grueling gauntlet of physical elimination 
which determines which, of the thousands 
who try, shall be displayed by Ziegfeld or 
Carroll or Dillingham or White. 


HERE are only two kinds of girls— 
wrong girls and right girls! 

The wrong ones never go right, no 
matter into what life they slide or skid 
or plunge; and the right ones never go 
wrong, no matter how tantalizing the 
temptation or how glittering the specious 
reward. 

Whether a girl is to be wrong or right, 


let me repeat, is sometimes an accident 
of congenital, chemical combination; but, 
more often, it is determined by early rear- 


ing and teaching, which isn’t relaxed until 
she is either so mature that her principles 
are thoroughly ingrained, or until she is 
safely married and in the haven of a 
decent man’s heart and home; even then, 
he should take up the task. 

Jane told the truth when she said it 
isn't in the cards for young girls to have 
discretion, decision, resistance. 

Why, we had one youngster, 
her Sybil, in the f 
and she had been glorified by a prodigal 
nature before Ziegfeld added his stamp of 
endorsement—who tripped into the chorus 
from some hinterland town, where she had 


let’s call 


been seen and signed by one of Flo's 
scouts. 
She was sixteen or so. She hadn't 


been spoiled to a great degree, even as 
incredibly gorgeous as she was to look 
upon. But she was allowed to come to 
New York, to the highest peak of Broad- 


way'’s neurasthenic life, unchaperoned, 
alone. Her mother, a good Christian wo- 
man, had full confidence in Sybil. She 


had given her a sound foundation. 


But, Sybil was sixteen! 
She waded into the Arabian Nights of 
it with pop-eyed exuberance. She was 


on top of the world, and she owned what 
she sat on. There were plenty of men 
to induige her in that illusion. She was 
a confection if ever I beheld one. 

If her mother, who was getting 
thusiastic but prevaricating letters from 
her bud, could have seen Sybil tear into 
the vortex of such delights as are flung 
at the head of every chorus girl, especially 
those in the niftiest of the Manhattan hits, 
she would have been paralyzed. 

Sybil was a little boob. She believed 
everybody. Most of the things most people 
told her had to do with how beautiful she 
was, and she so thoroughly believed that 
part of it that she quickly concluded the 
rest of it was as certainly true. 

That was only about two years or so 
ago. 
I met Sybil, here, in Paris, last week. 
She is probably eighteen. She looked 


en- 


1001 Nights on Broadway 


[Continued from page 71] 


Her once glorious young face was 
She was smoking a cig- 
Montmartre cafe. 
anywhere. 
means, 

She greeted 


thirty. 
set and drawn. 
arette at a table in a 
She wasn’t working there 
She seemed to have some 

How changed she was! 
me with a ribald inquiry after my state 
of health, mind and purse. She giggled 
when I told her I had come over to dance 
in a show, that I was still pretty poor, 
but that I was fairly content and neither 


impatient nor eangpeagre of the future. 
She didn't have to tell me the story of 
her early months on the Big Way. I 


had seen enough of them to draw. my own 
deductions rather comprehensively. But I 
didn’t know until she told me, between 
absinthe frappes, that a fine boy who had 
squandered and embezzled for her had 
been replaced by a portly broker who had 
spent a fortune on her, and that she had 
taken what she could turn into cash assets 
and fled to Europe with a thief of inter- 
national ill fame whom she fancied she 
“loved”. That kind of “love” is one of 
the profoundest tragedies among Sybil’s 
sort; it seems to come by a grim irony of 
destiny. 

Sybil was disgusted, 
ter; but she still clung to “her man”. She 
confessed to me that she was “working” 
with him—he was a card cheater of deep- 
sei caliber. She loathed the life. I truly 
believe she despised the man. But she 
trailed along with him. To me she seemed 
beyond redemption. I left her with what 
tried to be a smile of friendly au revoir, 
but in my heart there was a sigh and i 
my throat a lump. 

Jane, herself, is to me one of the most 
luminous examples of the girl with natural 
virtue in her heart, who buckled under the 
pounding of the uneven contest, the un- 
sportsmanly odds, of a whole world 
against one feeble child. 

Though she was no giant, 
ground with honors for a time. She had 
the most sordid of childhood, on the 
fringes of Chicago’s crimson-steeped deg- 
radation; she went into domestic service 
at fourteen, where a rich old man pelted 
and pursued her with ungentlemanly ad- 
vances and bribes; she loved his spoiled 
young son with a wild, juvenile, female 
urge, but she slapped his face and went 
out into the hostile night when he threw 
his tipsy arms around her in disrespectful 
and cavalierly spirit. 


disillusioned, bit- 


she held her 


HE fought her way through the hyenas 

of the night in Chicago's toughest sec- 
tions and was brought home in a patrol 
wagon; her mother drove her out, she gave 
her last two pennies to her sisters, sat on a 
bench until daylight, then answered what 
to her seemed a decent ad. When she 
learned she was to be shipped, with women 
of dubious character, to a foreign resort 
of character that wasn’t even dubious, she 
fought, but she was whipped. She might 
have gone further, but she was weak. Yei 
she was not willing 

And then she went through that unbe- 
lievable year, the hired and paid plaything 
of rounders and bounders and tourists and 
port riffraff in South America, still she 
lived to land on Broadway as what the 
world calls a “good” girl. She zigzagged 
through the crude corruptions and subtle 
campaigns aimed at an unprotected young 
girl in New York, looking for a job—and 
a theatrical job. And she landed her job. 
And she progressed and “made” the high- 


est plane in the theatre that a girl without 
specialized 
contract. 
But the everlasting circumstances kept 
Fate is not to be denied. It 


talents can reach, a Follies 


closing in. 
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may fail so long and so _ frequently. 

I, too, had felt the warmth of the foot- 
lights and all they burned for, but 
hadn't been singed. 

I had selected the playhouse as the tem- 
ple of my ambitions, not the house of 
play. 1 had entered seriously, to earn 
and to learn, not to fight to the front of 
the mob of myopic girls who long to dis- 
play their feminine charms where the most 
and the greatest men will ste and desire. 


_ 


AM sorry to say, after considerable in- 

side observation, that not one girl in a 
score seeks a chorus job in that frame 
of heart and mind. 

They learn they are pretty (and many 
think they are who aren’t) and then they 
sizzle with a crave to exhibit in the fore- 
most show-window, where the richest and 
most elect may see, where crafty art will 
enhance their assets, where wealth and 
rank congregate to behold and appraise 
such things. 

Few looked forward to stage “careers”. 
They were waiting and conniving for the 
potential millionaire, who might be in any 
audience, in any “party”. They knew 
well enough, the synthetic advantage that 
a chorus girl in a fly show has over other 
girls, of even equal physical beauty. They 
had the flaire and they were quite con- 
scious of it. In truth, they were working 
it for all it was worth. 

That spirit, alone, laid them as open to 
disaster and the varied reactions of “the 
life” as a high fever lays the exposed 
weakling open to pneumonia ! 

Of course, if Jane had come through 
with high-minded motives, it would have 
been almost a miracle in view of her 
cross-bred and cross-grained the 
besetting inhumanities of her youth, and 
the whirlpool of vice and destruction into 
which she flung at so immature an age. 
She may be forgiven, I trust, but still 
not condoned. 

God may forgive her, remembering her 
frailties and contemplating the obstacles 
and the pitfalls; but men I fear, will not. 

Women, I am certain, will not. 

[Tue Enp] 
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[Continued from page 73] 
possibly get on without her. She has to 
suppress every particle of her own _per- 
sonality if it impinges on his—and her 
own interests can never be allowed to 
interfere with the business in hand. Her 
satisfaction lies in the feeling that she 
knows she is highly respected and valued 
by the man—and because of this her van- 
ity receives a nice salve and her self- 
respect is augmented. 

But she has to realize that it is only by 
the mental that she is holding the man, 
and that the instant his physical desires 
or emotional wants are in the ascendant 
he will rush to the society of her who is 
appealing to this side of him. 

The frightful mistake women make so 
often is in not realizing the nature of Man. 
These desires for emotional sympathy and 
reciprocity which they show are not bad 
or vicious or unnatural—they are simpiy 
the perfectly natural workings of the 
Creator's scheme of things to keep living 
species on the earth. 

When I sum up all the evidence next 
month upon which most girls would rather 
be—the leisure-mate, or the work-mate of 
man—I will tell you more about this sub- 
ject. But when you are making up your 
minds, also remember that the work-mate 
sees the man longer each day than the 
pleasure-mate; that she holds all his in- 
terests—unaffected by sex; and that she 


Amazing 10-minute test 
ends foot and leg pains 
—or costs you nothing 


Millions have found a new 
way to have strong, normal 
and shapely feet. Nomore pains 
and aches. We invite you 
to try it. Specialists urge that 
you do. If pains fail to dis- 
appear the test is free. 


NCE again science adds joy to living by 

a new discovery. And this discovery is 
so far-reaching that it will benefit no less 
than twentv million people. 

Almost everyone at different times suffers 
from aching, paining feet and legs Many 
think their pains result from being tired or 
that they come from rheumatism, sciatica or 
other similar diseases. But in thousands of 
cases there is an even more serious cause. 
Only recently has science discovered it. 

When certain muscles weaken 
The foot is composed of innumerable mus- 
cles, sensitive nerves and tiny bones. 

The bones are arranged to form two arches. 
One is a hidden arch few people know about, 
extending across the foot from the little to 
the big toes. The other extends along the 
foot from heel to toes, composing 


Specialists urge this new scientific way. 
You test it in your own home. 


the instep. It is the function of 
the muscles to hold the bones 
forming these arches in place. 
Now, say the specialists, mod- 
ern shoes, and other things too, 
cause the muscles to weaken. As 
a result the bones spread from 
overstrain and arches sag. 


The forward arch falls first. 
throwing the entire foot struc- 
ture out of balance. Then the 
instep breaks down and com- 
pletely gives way. Bones crush 
delicate blood vessels and sensi- 
tive nerves. Pain is unbearable. 


Science corrects misplacements 
Nature heals and strengthens 
Pains vanish like magic 


Difficult as this might seem to 
correct, science has found a sim- 
ple yet astonishingly effective 
remedy. To strengthen the mus- 
cles exercise is necessary. So 
science provides a thin, strong, 
super-elastic band to assist the 
muscles in holding the bones in 
place. It takes the pressure off 
the nerves and helps nature 
strengthen the muscles through 
constant daily use. This band is 
the Jung Arch Brace. The secret 

of its success lies in its correct 8 
tension, in its scientific contour 
and design. 


Rigid supports merely offer tem- 
porary relief and tend to further 
weaken the muscles by supplant- 
ing their natural functions. But 
this soft, pliable band can soon 
be discarded entirely, so quickly 


End These 
Pains 


Pains, aches or cramping in 
calf of leg and knee. 


Pains or aches in ankle, 
beel, arch or instep. 


Pains or cramps in toes, 
callouses on ball of foot, 
spreading causing bunions, 


Other Symptoms: Tired, 
aching, burning sensations. 
Shooting pains when step- 
ping on uneven surfaces. 
Shoes feel uncomfortable 
and seem too small. Feet 
become sensitive. 


does it do its work. And from 
the instant you slip it on you can dance, run, 
walk or stand without the slightest pain. 


So light and thin is this band that it can 
be worn with the sheerest hose, the tightest and 
most stylish high-heeled shoes. Physicians say 
that it is the one scien- 
tifle way to restore the 
natural structure of the 
foot. They urge you to 
make the test offered 
you here, without delay. 


JUNGS 


ARCH BRACES 


can feel that she really means something! 


End foot pains in 10 minutes 
95 


Make this amazing 
10-minute test 


Go to any druggist, shoe dealer 
or chiropodist and be fitted with 
a pair of Jung Arch Braces. Make 
the free test. If not delighted 
with the instant and lasting re- 
lief, take them back and every 
penny will be returned. 

If your dealer hasn’t them, we 
will supply you. With a strip of 
paper % inch wide, and with foot 
off floor, send us measure around 
the smallest part of your instep, 
where the forward edge of the 
brace is shown in the circle dia- 
gram; or send us size and width 
of shoe, 

We will send you a pair of 
Jung's Arch Braces (‘“Wonder" 
style). Simply pay the postman 
$1 and postage. 

For people having long or thick 
feet, for stout people or in se- 
vere cases, we recommend our 
“Miracle” style, extra wide, $1.50. 
Wear them two weeks. If not 
delighted, return them and we 
will send every penny back im- 
mediately. 


Write for this 
Free Book 
Write to us for our free book, 
illustrated with X-ray views of 
feet. Tells all about the cause 
and correction of foot troubles. 
How to stop foot and leg pains. 


©J. A. B. Co. 1926 


' THE JUNG ARCH BRACE CO., 


364 Jung Building, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Please send me a pair of Jung Arch 
Braces in style checked: 


0 Wonder Style, $1.00 
O Miracle Style, $1.50 


I will pay postman the above price and 


satisfied. I enclose foot measure, or shoe size. 


Address 


' 
' 
postage. My money to be returned if not 1 
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No Soap 


Ever touches my face 
By Edna Wallace Hopper. 


on my face The first step in beauty 


I never use ap 
' : depths. The only way to get 


clean to the 
pores 


hings France supplied me is a liquid 


| » vegetable fat It 
cannot assimilate in any way with the skir It goes to 
t lepths of the face-skin, then departs. All the grime 
and dirt, all the dead skin and clogging matter depart 
with it. My skin is vastly cleaner after using than soap 
r make it 
I reatest beauty experts, the world over, now advise 


m charge too m 


But most of th 


f mn times my price All toilet count 
now supply us Edna Wallace Hopper’s Facial Y 
And the price is modest. When you use it once and ncte 
the results you will never clean your face in the old ways. 
The old ways do not clear 


Learn what a clean face 
that until you use Facial 
with my Beauty 


Let me send a trial bortle 
means. You will never know 
tl The coupon will bring the bottle 


Book and some powder. Clip it now 


For Trial Bottle 


Mail this coupon to Edna Wallace Hopper, 536 
Lake Shore Drive, Chicage Enclose 10 cents for 
postage and packing, and you will get a trial bottle 
of my Facial Youth. 


u 


60 SS 


Address 

In addition to trial size ordered above we will in- 
clude Free, without postage or packing charges, Free 
sample of either. 


) Youth Cream Powder or Face Powder 
ite—Flesh—Brunette 
(Che k kind and shade desired) 


Ring Watch 


OLID \ hite gold effect richly 
S engraved Set with 10 bril- 
liant diamond cut gems. 
Gorgeous beauty! Tiny mirror 
and rouge compact hidden under 
lever dial Blue synthetic sap- 


phire crown jewel. 87 
Send NO Money $ 

Pay postman and post- —— 
age onarrival. Money 


back guaranteed. 


BRADLEY, G-310, Newton, Mass. 


hair in 
ONE AP LIGATION. 
Returns youthtul celer so you can 
bob it. Bobbed hair takes years off your 
age, but not if it's gray. Not affected by salt 
water, perspiration, oils, tonics, shampoos 
previous dyes. Does not stain scalp or rub oft 
Composed Henna Herbs; Harmiess. Easily 
applied at home. 14 shades. P. P. $1-60. 
White Henna for lightening hair grown 
dark, $2.25. Pilocarpine Hair Tonic (pow- 
erful stimutant), $5.00. Free Advice— Booklet 


B. PAUL, dept. 3-s,,.21 W. 39th St., N.Y.C. 
AT ALL DRUG AND DEPARTMENT STORES 


Soul of the Sea 


[Continued from page 35] 


“you 
your 


between sobs, 


“Jethro,” she said, 
good-by to 


weren't here to say 
father.” 

“ said good-by to him this morning, 
Mrs. Burton,” I told her. “I went down 
to the Hawk so I wouldn't be here when 
he left.” 


A FTER supper I pulled back my chair 
and went upstairs to my _ tather’s 
room. I had always held that great room 
at the top of our house in awe. My father 
had left the windows closed and I opened 
them. It was like standing on the bridge 
of a ship to feel the salt air driving in 
from the sea. The whole room had the 
very feel of the sea in it. Quickly I ran 
down to my own room and brought up 
the things Captain Strong had given me. 
And when I had collected them all I ar- 
rayed them on my father’s shelves. 

What I now felt was that a_ real 
responsibility had come into my life. 
Where better could I find strength to 
meet it than in my father’s own room, 
among the things he had loved? And be- 
sides, the ship’s instruments and the books 
Captain Strong had given me really be- 
longed and seemed at home in this room 
that was like a ship's cabin. 

I was now the head of the house of 
Gale. Here, in this very room, just as 
my father might have done had he not 
seen fit to go to London, I would receive 
Bartholomew's wife. 

I tried to imagine what a woman “who 
was not more than part white” might look 
like. I remember looking at an illustrated 
edition of Captain Cook’s voyages. The 
pictures of the native women of the 
Islands were anything but alluring. I 
couldn't imagine my brother Bartholomew 
marrying one of them. Probably one who 
was part white would have better features. 
Hardly two days had passed since I had 
learned of my brother’s death, and here 
already I was passing judgment on his 
wife. I hung my head for the shame of 
it and turned disconsolately to the window 
and the sea. Never in my life had I feit 
so lonely, so helpless. 

In the days that followed, I heard 
murmurs of gossip through the village. 
No one wanted to talk to me directly 
about things. 

But I felt from the way people looked 
at me that they were thinking of the big, 
white house on the hill and the new occu- 
pant it was soon to have; of my father 
who had gone to London; of my brother 
who had come home for the last time; of 
the wife who would come in his place. 


It was Mrs. Burton who told me what 
the villagers were talking about. She 
didn’t want to; it just came out. 

“Jethro,” she said at supper one eve- 


ning, “you mustn’t pay any attention to 
the things you hear in the village.” 
“What things?” I asked her. 


“About your father and this woman 
that’s coming,” she answered. 
“What are they saying about my 


father ?” 
“Ssh, Jethro, you shouldn’t speak so of 


your father.” 

“Do you know why my father went 
away, Mrs. Burton?” I asked bluntly. 

“I do that, Jethro,” she said and put 


her hand on my arm. “And if I tell you 
now it is not to talk behind his back. But 
tongues that have kept still for years have 
begun to clack. I know, for I have heard 


them. It is better that you should be told 
the truth. I—I only wish your own father 
had told you before he left. He must 


96 


would all come out.” 
I inter- 


have known that it 
“That it would all come out?” 
rupted. 
“Bartholomew was only your 
brother,” Mrs. Burton said suddenly. 
For a moment I looked at Mrs. Burton 
speechless. Then I gasped, “Only—only 
my half-brother. But—but—” I stopped. 
I did not know what to say. I got up 
from the table, pushed back my chair and 
went to the window. Presently, as though 
from a long way off, and like someone 
speaking to me in a dream, I heard Mrs. 
Burton. 
“Please, 


half- 


Jethro,” she said, “keep looking 
out the window. It will be easier for me 
to tell you all that I have to tell. Now 
I know why your father picked me out 
to be housekeeper for you. Better than 
anyone else, I know the whole story. 1 
took care of the baby.” 
“The baby?” I exclaimed. 


“The baby was Bartholomew. Your 
grandfather Jethro lived in this house 
then, and your grandmother—you never 
saw either one of them, for they were 
gone and buried on the hill before you 
were born—your grandmother was sick. 
My husband had just been taken from 


me, lost with both my boys off Seal Island. 

“Your grandfather had had word that 
your father was coming home. Your father 
had been out in the India trade just as 
Bartholomew was. And the reason your 
grandmother was sick was because your 
father was bringing home a_ child—his 
child—and the mother was dead. She was 
an island woman—part-white. She and 
your father had not been married. I don't 
remember just how the whole story leaked 
out. But such things are not easy to 
cover up completely, and sooner or later 
all of it was known. 

“There was a terrible scene between 
your father and your grandfather. But 
for all their stern and hard ways, ‘the 
Gales do not turn their backs on their own 
—in wedlock or out.’ I remember those 
were your grandfather Jethro’s very words. 
It was on St. Bartholomew’s day that your 
father came home and the baby was christ- 
ened Bartholomew. He was the brightest 
little fellow! And he was a Gale, every- 
body said that, even though his eyes were 
dark and his hair as black as the night. 

“But though, as your grandfather Jethro 
said, the Gales took care of their own, 
the scars never healed. Your grandmother 
died. Your father never forgave himself 
for his sin. He knew he had caused her 
death. He was still brooding over it twenty 
years later when he married your mother, 
Betty Jenks, my own cousin. And then, 
before you were a year old, she died. 

“And then as years drew on, the deep 
sea began calling to Bartholomew. It was 
the call of the Gale blood, your father 
said, and there was never a prouder man 
in all Salt Island than your father when 
Bartholomew got his first command. But 
the pity of it is that it didn’t end there. 


“: ORE than the deep sea was calling to 
Bartholomew. He was a Gale through 
and through, everyone on Salt Island 


knew that—but his hair and his eyes were 
his mother’s. And away and away beyond 
the sea he heard the East calling to him, 
as the sailormen say it always calls. Your 
father did everything he could to prevent 
it. But the call was there, and Bartholo- 
mew went into the India trade. 

“It seemed like your father grew grayer 
each time Bartholomew came home. He 
voiced his views to no man, but I think 
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trip he took to the East, 
would say was his last. But he 
be home and get a ship of his own here- 
abouts for a few months, and then he 
would be off to the East again. Until 


now—God rest his soul—he has made his | 


last voyage. But a woman, a woman of 
the East who bears the name of Gale, is 
coming to the Gale house, and your father 

-your father said he was going to Lon- 
don.” 

“You—you mean, Mrs. Burton, that yo. 
don't believe my father has gone to Lon- 
don?” I asked incredulously. 

“No, no, dear lad. If your father said 
he was going to London, that is where 
he has gone. But I don’t believe he will 
stay in London. That is but the beginning 
of his journey.” 

“And then he is going to the land of 
that other woman—Bartholomew’s moth- 
er? A woman like Bartholomew's wife— 
the one who is coming here?” I asked. 

“Mayhap, Jethro, I am wrong in think- 
ing that of your father. 
that is where he is going. 
your father these many, many years and a 
good man and true he is. And these last 
days, just before he left! When he was 


sternest he was kindest. There was no 
anger in him, not a whit. There was no 
judgment for Bartholomew, either. It was 


himself he was judging, your father. He 
was the one who had given to Bartholo- 
mew’s blood the call of the East. And I 
think in the end that it was too much for 
him—he gave up to go back. And now,” 
Mrs. Burton rose abruptly and began 
clearing away the supper table, “we'll say 
no more about it. You know what the 
people in the village are talking about. 


7 HANK you, Mrs. Burton,” I said. “1 
think I understand.” 

And I went up to the great room of 
my father’s that was now mine. There 
was a new strangeness to the sea as I 
turned toward it that night, and I think 
I stood there looking out at the black 
water for hours. How strange was Life, 
I thought. Things had a way of their own, 
of working themselves out. When I 
turned at last to go to bed, I saw the copy 
of Captain Cook’s voyages lying on the 
table. I opened it carelessly and turned 
to one of the pictures that showed the 
island women. 

“The woman my father married was 
not like that,’ I said half aloud. “And 
Bartholomew's wife, the one who is com- 
ing here, is not like that, either.” 

It was like a load had been dropped 
from me. I picked up the book and put 
it back in the case and tumbled into bed 
to sleep the dreamless undisturbed sleep 
of healthy youth. 

There my boyhood really ends, and if 
I have been long over the telling of it, I 
have done so only that you might under- 
stand the background against which my 
life was cast. 

Two days after that memorable night 
when Mrs. Burton told me the secrets of 
the past, Bartholomew’s wife came home. 

I was not there when she arrived, hav- 
ing been out all day through two tides 
at the trawls with old Matthew Prior. 
And though when we came home our boat 


was not heavy with the catch, I was full | 


of the things of Life and the things of 
the sea. Old Uncle Matt was really my 
first mentor. When I could scarcely tod- 
dle, he had shown me how to knot. On 
this day we had talked of my future, and 
let me say it to my credit that I knew when 
it was wise to listen, and this day I had lis- 
tened for hours to Uncle Matthew Prior. 


I know what went on in his mind. Each 
Bartholomew | 
would | 


But I do believe | 
I have known | 
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how much misery they have caused ! 
By ETHEL K. BANNISTER, Graduate Nurse 


It is to woman’s eternal credit that frankness has become the outstand- 


ing grace of the modern age. 


No longer is she content to have great truths come to her through the portals of bitter 
experience. She wants to face life frankly and openly....enlightened and informed on 
every subject intimately related to her health and happiness. Old-fashioned prudish- 
ness, which denied potent truths to her girlhood—this is as obsolete as the hoopskirt. 


To the enlightened modern woman, fem- 
inine hygiene and personal daintiness are 
subjects of infinite importance. They can- 
not be ignored. They are inseparably inter- 
woven with woman’s health, activity, hap- 
piness and charm. And medical science does 
womanhood an incalculable service when 
it points out with forceful candor that 
many of the ailments peculiar to her are 
primarilv due to one thing — uncleanliness. 


Woman’s greatest error is reliance on old 
methods and old practices. Science has pro- 
vided more effective means for the preser- 
vation of internal cleanliness and health— 
the foremost being the wonderful Marvel 
Douche, or Whirling Spray. 


Delicate internal membranes lie in folds. 


It is within these folds that germs and bac- 
teria take lodgement. Only the Marvel can 
positively and effectively reach and destroy 
them. Here’s howit does it—by a whirling 
liquid action! The spray dilates or smooths 
out the folds and flushes them clean. There 
is no danger of injury. Medication is 
thorough and complete. Any reputable 
antiseptic or germicide can be used in the 
Marvel without injury to bulb or tube. 


Send for Booklet 


Read the virile and forceful facts on feminine hygiene 
as set totth by a prominent physician. These are 
available in a booklet which we have printed. A copy 
will come to you on receipt of the siened coupon be- 
low in a social correspondence envelope. 


THE MARVEL COMPANY 
New Haven, Conn. 


H 


The famous Marvel 
Spray is obtawnable 
atany drug store for 
$3.50. Should 

local druggist not 
have it send direct 


to us. 


et 


sign 
and send 


coupon 
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Laboratory perfects 
a new Cream that 
bleaches the skin 
as it removes the 
hair. And leaves no 


trace of afler-odor 


Remove hair 
with cool cream. 
—a method you will enjoy 


To well-groomed women everywhere, 
this new cream, called Pryde, is most truly 
welcome. It is so distinctly feminine. 
Harmless to the most sensitive skin. And 
as easy to use as powdering your nose. 


Removes hair with amazing ease 


Pryde Cream combines amazing efficiency 
with delightful ease of use. There is no 
mixing or messing. And nothing to melt. 
Like a cold cream, you merely press it from 
the tube and cover the hair to be removed. 
Then, after a few minutes, with ordinary 
water, simply rinse the hair away. The 
skin is left cool, whitened, free from odor, 
and as smooth as satin. 


Authorities now urge its use 


superior to old methods, 
authorities now urge its use. The masculine razor, 
as is well known, does cause coarser growth. Pryde 
does not. On the contrary its formula and principle 
nly to remove the hair, but also to act upon 
the root, so as to deaden it; which is the gentile, 
natural way now advised by the best authorities. 

With Pryde Cream, the underarms, both arms 
and the limbs may be entirely freed from hair in 
one quick, complete operation, that is pleasant and 
surprisingly inexpensive. A large Tube of Pryde, 
enough for several times, is only 50c. 


Where to obtain Pryde 
satisfaction guaranteed 


Druggists, Department Stores and the better 
known beauty parlors can supply you Pryde. But 
if you do not obtain it readily, send at once direct 
to the Laboratory; 50c, coin, postage or money 
order will bring you a tube in plain wrapper by 


Pryde is so much 


is not 


return mail, together with a complimentary copy 
of “What Every Woman Should Know.” Address 
Pryde Pharmacal Co., Broadway, Hannibal, 


fo. 


“ Prettiness, said a famous beau, does 
attract attention, but daintiness is the 
feminine charm that holds it.” 
WHY PAY $15 FOR A $3 SPRING HAT? 
You can easily learn Millinery during spare 
minutes, in your own home in 10 weeks 
Stert a Millinery “Sheppe” 
$1200 to $5000 a year 
Write immediately for free Millinery 
book, containing samplelessonsfrom 
this wonderful course 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. N839, Rochester, N. Y. 


LWAY 
SPECTOR 


E Up to $250 Per Month 


Expenses Paid 

Big ecpportunities in uncrowded field Trained men 
wanted; position guaranteed upon graduation paying at 
least $110 per month and expenses or we refund your 
money Prepare in 3 months’ spare-time home study. 
Advancement Rapid with experience. Report to high 
railway officials Travel 
or remain near home; 
pleasant, outdoor work 
Hundreds of graduates 
You can easily qualify. 
More men needed NOW 
for positions that will be 


ving full details 
tandard Business Train- 
Institute, Buffalo, 


My heart was light, and the clasps of 
my sea-boots sang a little song to them- 
selves as I picked my path by the back 
way up through the meadow to our house. 
| entered the back door, and the moment 
I opened it I caught the lilting gold of a 
voice such as Salt Island had never known. 
My heart leaped at the sound. It must 
be Bartholomew’s wife. I stood irresolute 
a moment and then fled up the back stairs 
to my room, I think it was fear, or shyness, 
call it what you will, that caused my pre- 
cipitant flight. But I remembered that I pre- 
tended to myself that it was only because 
I wanted to get out of my sea-boots and 
wet clothes and into my double-breasted 
Sunday blue. As the head of the house, 
I must do the house credit. The truth of 
it was that 1 wanted to appear at my best 
before Bartholomew's wife. 


MUST have been over long in my dress- 
ing, for | had barely knotted my tie and 
combed my hair when I heard sounds on 


the stairs and I knew it was she. She 
was probably going up to her room, But 
the sounds continued. She was coming 
up the second flight. A moment later 


there was a gentle tap-tap on my door. I 
swung toward it. My breath had sud- 
denly left me and I couldn't answer her 
summons. With both hands I gripped the 
edge of the chest of drawers. The tap-tap 
was repeated. 

As I watched, I saw the knob of the 
door turn slowly. Then it opened a crack 
and the same liquid voice that I had heard 
down stairs asked: 

“May I come in?” 

I made some jumble of words that 
might have been taken for an answer and 
the door slowly swung wide and for the 
first time I saw Bartholomew's wife. And 
I now gasped loud enough for her to 
hear me. She was dressed in black and 
white, even to the sheen of the silken 
shawl that clung to her shoulders. Her 
beauty left me speechless. Then that voice 
spoke again to assure me that it was not 
all a dream. 

“IT am Valaima. You—you are not 
afraid of me? Or wasn't it right for me 
to come instead of waiting downstairs for 
you? But you were so long and | wanted 
to meet you.” 

I still stood as one entranced. I do not 
remember whether it was the lustrous 
depths of her eyes, the enchanting curve 
of her coral lips, or the pale, olive slen- 
derness of her throat—but there was a 
lure about her. And if I went forward 
to meet her, it was an involuntary move- 
ment. And I must have gone forward, 
because it was in the middle of the room, 
by my father’s chart table, that I took 
her hand in mine. A hand that felt as 
warm and soft as the breast of a wounded 
gull—the gull I had given to Mary Strong. 
Why should my mind have fled at that 
moment to Mary Strong? At any rate 
the spell was broken. Her soft hand still 
lay in mine, but I suddenly forgot the 
lustre of her eyes, the curve of her lips 
and remembered my duty. 

“You are my brother Bartholomew's 
wife,” I said in a voice that did not sound 
like my own. “I loved Bartholomew. I— 
we want you to feel that this is your home. 
You are welcome, Mrs. F 

“Valaima,” she said. 

“Valaima,” I repeated after her. 
I’m glad you have come home.” 

“Are you really glad I’ve come, Jethro?” 
she asked seriously, and her black eyes 
made me feel that they went right through 
me as though they could read the very 
workings of my soul 

“Really glad,” I said. 


98 


“We-— 


And T knew that I meant it and I did 
not know why I meant it. Her soft, warm 
hand was still clasped in mine. Barely 
a minute had passed since she came in at 
the door. Yet, already I felt at ease, a 
strange calm that was at the same time 
tinged with foreboding. I think it was 
her almost childish directness and method 
of approach that built up at once a sort 
of common ground between us. 

But back of all her directness, I sensed 
that something I did not quite understand 
lay hidden. As we gazed at each other, 
I flushed and it was my eyes which fell 
first. And as I caught the quick rise and 
fall of her breast, for she had run up the 
stairs, I felt my own breath quicken. Then 
gently she withdrew her hand from mine 
and as my own fell to my side I was 
perfectly at ease. All the feeling of un- 
rest was gone—completely. 

“Yes, Jethro,” she said quite soberly. 
“T think you are glad I have come.” 

And when I had nothing to say in an- 
swer, she laughed, a lilting trill as lovely 
as the song of the thrush. 

“But I surprise you,” she said. 


And when I would have contradicted 
her, she made a mocking grimace and 
put up her hand in a delicate little re- 


straining gesture. 

“You expected you would have to wel- 
come a young half-savage. And I knew 
it before ever I came up the stairs. In 
fact, that is why | came. I was even 
half afraid that you weren't coming down. 
But I am glad that your delay was one 
because you were dressing in my honor. 
You are much nicer to me than your 
father who has gone to London without 
so much as waiting to see me. But,” and 
she caught both my arms, “I detain the 
young lord of the house in his dressing, 
and supper must be ready by now. I will 
run back again.” 

She turned from me toward the door, 
and her movement was the lithe grace of 
a glide rather than a walk. There she 
half turned back to look at me doubtfully. 
Another trill of musical laughter, a roguish 
smile—and she was gone. 


REMEMBER that I slipped into my 

coat and after her before she had turned 
from the bottom stair. But once I came into 
the dining-room again my eagerness left 
me. Mrs. Burton was standing there at 
the head of the table, in her black satin 
dress with her white, lace apron. 

Again I felt ill at ease, and I knew why 
I had run off upstairs when I came home. 
It was because I did not want to meet 
Bartholomew's wife in front of Mrs. Bur- 
ton. 

I wondered if Mrs. Burton would notice 
that my face was flushed and that I had 
dressed in my Sunday best. If she could 
know that the hand that had held the soft, 
little, warm one of Valaima’s still tingled! 
I know I would have felt much better 
about it if Mrs. Burton hadn't been there 
at all. But if she was aware of anything 
strange or unusual in my behavior that 
night, she made no comment on it, and | 
was thankful for that. 

The moment I had finished supper | 
excused myself, and, getting my hat, | 
hurried out and down to the village. 

It was good to be out in the air again 
I breathed easier and I liked the cool 
moisture of the sea-wind against my fore- 
head. I thought of the pictures in the 
book of Captain Cook’s voyages and 
laughed aloud. Wouldn’t Valaima mock 
me if she knew how I had looked at those 
pictures. Probably she had read my mind 
more thoroughly than she had already told 
me on that score. But I had told the 
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truth when I said I was glad she had come 
to us. 

She was the most beautiful thing I had 
ever seen, and she couldn't be a year older 
than I was. I had read that girls become 
women quickly in the East. And what 
would Mary Strong think of her? I had 
decided that Mary Strong, the Mary 
Strong who was a woman, the woman | 
was to marry, wouldn’t like her. Just 
then a fisherman brushed the sleeves of 
my coat as he passed me in the dark. 
Half-way down the crescent road two 
more fishermen passed. I didn’t know just 
who they were in the dark, but I said 
“Hello,” and one of them recognized my 
voice. 

“Why, hello, 
return with a ring in his voice. 
the mackerel will run tonight!” 

And suddenly at the words I was all hot 
and cold. I had been thinking of Valaimia, 
Valaima of the golden laughter, Valaima 
of the lustrous eyes and warm, throbbing 
hand. And _ she was Valaima Gale—my 
dead brother’s wife! 

There is a tradition at Salt Island, that 
is as old as memory, and that goes back 
to the first Gale who settled there. It may 
be only a superstition, but it is a super- 
stition that comes true. No matter what 
the season, no matter whether there has 
been a big season’s catch of fish or no 
fish at all—when a Gale comes home to 
Salt Island, the mackerel run. 

And the village that had gossiped for 
more than a week, the village that had 
said things behind my back that it did not 
want me to hear, they—all of them—had 
taken the home-coming of Bartholomew's 
wife in the line of the Gale heritage. The 
fishermen were off to sea this night to 
set their nets. They had not seen Bar- 
tholomew’s wife; they did not even know 
her name. But they knew that she was a 
Gale; they knew a Gale had come home. 

“Tonight the mackerel will run!” 

For all their gossip, for all the small 
talk they might indulge in later, they had 
thought of her only as Bartholomew's wife 
—a thing that was impersonal; a thing 
that was wholly right and proper. 


While I- 


Jethro Gale,” he said in 
“I reckon 


hand, the quick rise and fall of her breast, 
the pale olive beauty of her throat. Now 
I knew the cause for the mingled ease 
and unrest I had experienced. It was 
Batholomew’s wife I had welcomed and 
whom I had felt at ease before; but of 
Valaima—of the soft, warm call of the 
East in her—of that I was afraid, afraid 
and uneasy, yet fascinated. Here was the 
thing Mrs. Burton had hinted at when 
she told me that my father was going 
back to the East. 

And once { had admitted and confessed 
that fear, standing in the crescent road 
with my face turned toward the sea, I 
knew I would have to fight it in the days 
and months to come. For the second time 
I was resentful of Valaima’s coming to us. 


OTH she and Mrs. Burton had gone to 

bed by the time I returned, going round- 
about by Hawk beach, and I was glad to 
steal up to my room unquestioned. But I 
did not go to bed that night. I arrayed 
the books on navigation Captain Strong 
had given me on my father’s chart table, 
and the sun, when he came shining through 
the eastern windows, found me still bent 
over them. 

The call of the East was in my blood. 
My father had had it before me and had 
passed it on. And I knew the slight con- 
tact I had had with Valaima had fanned 
the spark and would fan it again in days 


and I burn to think of it still | 
—I had thrilled to the warm touch of her } 


“ Jarnac WAS all my skin needed!” 


What Jarnac DOES! 


(The Proof is Free) 


WHAT A QUANTITY of complexion creams 
the modern store displays! One could scarcely 
try them 

Yet a hundred thousand women have lately 
turned to the new cream called JARNAC. 

Is it not worth your while to read why? 

There is a double reason for such happy re- 
sults from anything so mild as Jarnac. First, 
it really cleanses. Second, it attempts nothing 


miraculous. Frankly, Nature deserves most of 


the praise being heaped on Jarnac. The skin 
that ts kept clean and left alone will grow beauti- 
ful. Purge the pores of any skin and it soon 
becomes smooth and fair. That is why gentle 
Jarnac whips the dullest skin to a radiant con- 
dition of color and texture. 

In short, dear reader, Jarnac does all anyone 
but a physician can do for your skin, 


What happens when you Use 
One Essential Cream 


Jarnac is so bland, its beauty power is hard to 
believe. But you soon sense the difference. 
And you soon see results! The pore-deep clean- 
liness (which the best soap and water efforts 
only commence) will tell within a week. The 
skin has a new softness of itsown. You havea 
new color that stays. 

Try Jarnac daily for two weeks! See what 

happens when you use a cream that is not ab- 


sorbed. Jarnac cleanses, neutralizes and de- 
parts. It does not attempt to “feed” the pores, 
it cleans them—and a clean pore is never dis- 
tended. Use Jarnac as directed two or three 
weeks—and you can forget all about coarse 
pores. 

Extraordinary Jarnac couldn’t have an or- 
dinary package! It is novel, striking. But 
more important, if is pure ‘aluminum. No 
chance of broken glass, nor unseen particles in 
the cream. And a third more cream thaa a 
glass jar of same size would hold! 


More Good News 


And the new Jarnac powder ends all need of 
“powder base.” No more filling of pores with 
“foundation” creams. No necessity for heavy 

wders. On a Jarnac-cleansed skin, a unique 
seca powder of medium weight—adheres per- 
fectly, evenly, and for hours! A soft, pure pow- 
der of low visibility! 

There will always be times when you wish to 
eyed even the most perfect natural color. 

Use Jarnac rouge, and the heightened color will 
still be perfectly natural. A moist rouge, that’s 
an actual blood-red. And just as perfect 
for lips! 

You'll see Jarnac on very nearly every 
toilet counter today. You'll find Jarnac most 
moderately priced. Or may try Jarnac at no 
cost at all! Just use the coupon: 


Jarnac’ Doobie: ree Offer 


TARNAC et Cie 


548 W. Randolph Street, Chicago 


CREAM 


arnac POWDER—and don’t forget 


the little \oune ook of Big beauty secrets! 


Name ........ 


Address........ 


I would like eee trial ai *s of both — Jarnac > | 
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Of course 
you hate 


woman does, and most men! 
tell you it’s be- 
You know that 
‘old.’ 

The remedy is—scientific restoration 
by the use of a famous hair cosmetic. 
Mary T. Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer 
stops gray hair. Free trial bottle proves 
this—mail coupon, 


VERY 
Your friends may 
coming and distinctive. 
they secretly think you're getting ‘ 


Clean as water 


You apply the clear, colorless liquid with 
a comb and watch the gray disappear. 
In a few days there’s a transformation— 
the original youthful color is back! 

No interference with shampooing — 
nothing to wash or rub off. Nothing 
whatever to remind you that once you 
were gray. 


Mail coupon for trial bottle 


Fill out carefully, using X to indicate 
color of hair. You'll receive Patented 
Trial Kit with directions for testing on 
a single lock of hair. 

Then when you know how to get rid 
of gray hair, easily, quickly with perfect 
results, get a full-size bottle of Mary T. 
Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer and be- 
gin complete restoration. Your druggist 
can supply you—if he can’t, order direct. 
Shipment by return mail, postage paid. 

Over 10,000,000 bottles sold 


Please print your name and 


* 
| MARY T. GOLDMAN, ; 
1 %65-D Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. 4 
' Please send your patented Free Trial Out- ! 
§ fit. X shows color of hair. Black . dark ! 
§ brown... medium brown........ auburn (dark ! 
1 . light brown . ight auburn : 
bionde.... 
' 
Street . City 
Develops Bust Like Magic! 
During the past 17 years thousa: 
added to their. captivating glory 
anboud by using 
+4 GROWDINA 


for bust, neck or arm deve 
ry of Parisian beauty ex- 
Harmiess easy, 


acoomp! lished quic Marvelous testi- 
monials of efficiency. Confidential f 
and literature — + d) on request. Write 


j a bow. Mile. Sophie Koppel, 
‘ 4 Suite 47, 503 Fifth Ave., New York 


DIMPLES! 


Bring New Beauty 


captivating irre- 
girl who has 


ean be 
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le harmless 
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by thousands of 
ic women everywhere 
Dimples will bring a new 
charm to you, too 
Send $1.00 for 
Dolly Dimpler 
5.) 


complete 

outfit mailed 

sealed in wrapper. 
C.0.D. $1.2 

Sold only direct to users by 


DOLLY DIMPLER CO., 5": 


But the call of the sea in my 
stronger, and I determined to 
pit the one against the other. And then, 
too, there was Mary Strong and all that 
she meant to me. 

* © * * 


to come. 
hlood was 


I do not quite know how to tell of the 
winter that so quickly followed Valaima’s 
coming to us. It came in one night, as 
winter so often comes to Salt Island. It 
was fall, with the last of the bird migra- 
tions, great flocks of them setting on the 
lagoons of the salt marshes at night on 
their way to the South. Then two or 
three days when the sky at dusk and dawn 
was black with them. Then a three-day 
blow from the nor’east, a cutting gale 
that piled three wrecks on the Hawk. Be- 
fore it had blown itself out, winter had 
come in earnest. 

Valaima shivered and sat by the stove, 
the great, square stove with the rosy mica 
before which I had woven so many 
of the dreams of my boyhood. I spent 
most of that winter in my father’s room 
with Captain Strong’s books and not often 
did Valaima come to me there. But there 
was one day that I shall put down. 

I did not hear her open the door that 


ck OTs, 


when the baby’s first 
Mary made a little 
all trimmed with 
orange, and a 
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day 
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the table 
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I mind the 
birthday came, 
feast for him, 
flowers, and gay 
jumping-jack, and the tiny 
made with its single candle. The baby 
was too young to understand, of course, 
but she wanted to make an occasion of 
his birthday, to show she wasn’t ashamed 
of her son. I remember that the baby, 
almost too excited by the antics of the 
jumping-jack to eat his evening porridge 
and milk, puffed out his round, red cheeks 
in a great burst of laughter, and stretched 


his arms toward the candle. 

“It's to show your mother is glad that 
you were born!” I remember that Mary 
told him. And then she laughed, and 
tossed him toward the ceiling, and said, 
“A year from now, you great, big boy, 


you'll be almost a man!” 

But that night when she went up to 
her room, the child lay with flushed cheeks, 
moaning in his sleep, his breath coming 


in slow jerks. Mary caught him up in 
her arms, and ran down the stairs. I re- 
call that she made an effort to pierce 


through the fog of years that dimmed the 
mind of the old, foolish aunt with whom 
she lived. 


H, AUNTIE, tell me what's the mat- 
ter with him?” she begged. 

I mind how the old woman peered down 
at the sick child, poking his fevered cheek 
with a yellow stick of a finger. She 
seemed to be trying to answer Mary’s 
question. Ther her mind went drifting 
off into the mist again. 


“Mary,” she mumbled, mistaking the 


baby for that other baby who was now 
its mother. 
I don't forget how Mary Macomber 


wrung her hands in anguish at the thought 
of having to leave the child alone, before 
she sped out into a night as black as a 
crow’s wing. And I mind the despair in 
her heart when the first doctor she called 
upon gruffly refused to leave his bed on 
the errand. He'd drop ‘reund in the morn- 
ing, he 
she wouldn’t be waking up 
folks in the middle of the 


said, and if Mary’d behaved herself, 
respectable 
night for a 


first 


day My 
when she 
my chair and put her hand on my shoul- 


her coming 
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knowle dge of 


Was leaned against the 


der. Without looking up, I felt suddenly 
glad she was there. I was tired from the 
long siege I had put in over Captain 


books. With Valaima’s coming, 


Strong's 


the room seemed to change, and my eyes, 
that had been studying the North Atlantic 
on the hydrographic chart before me on 
the table, shifted to the other side of the 
chart to the warm currents of the Pacific 
Islands in the sun! Fronds of palms, 
waving lazily against an azure sky. Life 
that was a succession of golden hours— 


and Valaima! 

I leaned back and her hand caressed my 
cheek. But her hand shook and was 
feverish. | caught the sound of a sob in 
her throat, and as I sprang to my feet I 
saw there were great tears in her 
eyes. Her lips trembled. I put my 
arms around her to comfort her and as 
she looked up a smile shone through the 
tears. 

“Jethro,” 

have—a 


she whispered. “I 


lam going 
baby ! 


{To Be Continued in the May Issue} 


The Passing-Bell 


[Continued from page 28| 


young-un that probably had nothing but 
colic, anyhow. Mary had to go beyond 
the limits of the village for the other 
doctor, a kindly old man, who came back 
with her. 

“It’s pneumonia,” 
he saw the child. 

I remember that terrible night—a thou- 


he said, the moment 


sand years long, it seemed. All night 
Mary and the doctor worked over the baby. 
Just at dawn he opened his eyes, saw his 


mother there by his bed, and tried to 
laugh. He always had been a laughing 
baby, as if he knew some secret joke on 
tin world. And now he laughed one last 
time, a thin little whisper of a laugh that 
rattled in his throat, and died. Mary 
couldn't believe that he was dead, at first. 

“Baby!” I remember that she begged 
him. “You wouldn't go away and leave nie 
all alone, would you, my own? I couldn't 
live without you—you know that, don't 
you, my sweet? Open your eyes, darling, 
and tell your mother you wouldn't leave 
her!” 

I remember the doctor tried to comfort 
her. It was the best thing that could 
have happened, said. He didn’t mean 
to be cruel, I guess; it was just the way 
he looked at it. 

All that day, 
went through the 
baby’s funeral like one in 


I mind, Mary Macomber 
preparations for the 
a terrible dream 


from which she tried in vain to awake. 
She still couldn’t believe that the baby 
was dead. Presently she would wake, 


and feel him warm in 
the crib by her side. She stitched away 
on a black dress, she ordered the little 
coffin, she stripped her small garden of its 
flowers, but all the time she couldn't be- 
lieve the baby was reaily dead 

At last she went to the parsonage to 
ask the minister of the old, white church 
to preach her baby’s funeral sermon. 

“And will you ask the pallbearers for 
me, Mr. Wick?” It didn’t seem to her 
she could talk to so many people. “And 
will you tell the sexton what time to ring 
the passing-bell ?” 

I remember how pityingly the old min 
ister looked at her before he spoke. He 
wasn't really a hard man, I guess, but he 
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Mary’s face made him sorry, I think, for 
what he was going to say. 

“Your child was born outside the church, 
my daughter, outside the law,” he re- 
minded her. “I could refuse to preach 
the sermon, you know; the congregation 
could refuse to have the grave in the 
churchyard. But we want to be merciful. 
I will preach the sermon, and I thirk I 
can promise that you will be allowed to | 
have the grave in the churchyard. But | 
[ doubt if the pallbearers will be willing 
to act. And it will be impossible for the 
sexton to ring the passing-bell.” 

“No passing-bell?” Mary Macomber 
looked at him, dazed. “But it always 


” 


rings ! 


7 OT for suicides or murderers or ille- 
gitimate children,” he told her. 

I think that Mary went a little crazy 
then. She thought so much of the passing- 
hell, you see. It was so mixed up with 
her whole life that it didn’t seem to her 
she could bear to let her baby go out 
into the dark without that sound to com- 
fort him. She begged and prayed the oid 
minister, and when he explained that he 
was powerless to change this ruling of the 
church people, she even tried to bribe the 
old sexton with all the money she had in 
the world, just a few worn bills. 

“You, nor no one else can buy the pass- 
ing-bell!” I remember the sexton told her. 
“It belongs to good folks, by right. But 
no one else can buy it.” 

All night long Mary lay awake, staring | 
into the darkness. She thought how the | 
baby had loved to hear the bell ring. On | 
Sunday mornings when the sound had| 
come to them clear and soft through the | 
spring air, he had laughed at the sound. 
Lately, he had been trying*to “go like the 
bell.” She could hear it now, in his shrill, 
baby voice. 

He would never try to “go like the bell” 
again. He was dead. And they wouldn't 
ring the bell for him. Her baby must go 
out of the world unheralded, as he had 
come into it. Her little, little baby, who 
had never harmed anyone, he must creep 
out of the world silently, as one who goes 
in shame. 

I remember that for the first time then 
she blamed David Blair, she all but hated 
him. It was his fault that the passing- 
bell, which was to ring souls on to heaven, 
couldn’t ring for her baby. 

Morning came at last. Mary did the 
last things to be done, freshened the flow- 
ers, straightened the baby’s dress, and 
clothed herself in her made-over garments 
of black. And all the time she could think 
of nothing but the passing-bell. 

I mind that funeral procession—the 
queerest one this village ever had. Usual- 
ly, everybody who can walk turns out to 
funerals here. But that time there was 
no one in the funeral procession but just 
Mary Macomber. The baby’s little coffin 
was put in the old-fashioned, open wagon 
from the undertakers, with wilting flowers 
around it. The -undertaker walked in 
front, with a friend he’d asked to help 
him, clucking to the horse, and chatting 
about the coming crops with the friend. 
Mary walked alone behind the wagon. 
That was all. The minister would be 
there waiting at the churchyard. 

Up the hill they went. Mary could feel 
eyes peeping out from the corners of cur- 
tains. People who wouldn't look at the 
baby when he was alive would be taking 
their last look at him now. The best thing 
that could have happened, they would be 


on the right! 


The woman pictured here is forty years of age. 
When she began Facial Film treatments she 
looked like the picture on the left—fifty and 
over. After using Facial Film a few weeks 
she had become the 


should be punished right here yak 7 
earth without waiting for the Lord to get | i a e 5 "1 
i Still, about | 
Miracle 
She Looked 50— 


Now She Looks 20 
But SheisReally40 


And she doubted 
Facial Film antil 
she tried it! 


‘ul looking woman 


Youth at Any Age—Youth Forever! 


Youth in your heart—age on your 
face—what a tragedy! Yet, thousands 
of women are experiencing just that. 
They love life—have a deep capacity 
for enjoyment—the same eager zest 
in living that they had at twenty— 
but their faces are old—lined with 
wrinkles and disfigured with sagging 
muscles. Automatically, they are 
barred from the gay, good times they 
crave. The tell-tale lines of age classi- 
fies them with the grandmothers who 
are so totally out of fashion—and so 
pitifully unnecessary, for Science now 
says you can have youth at any age— 
youth forever! 


Look at the Woman in the 
Picture. 

She was as young in mind and body 
as a girl of twenty—but her face was 
the face of an old woman! Why 
couldn’t her face match her body— 
her mind? Why couldn’t she LOOK 
as she FELT? Desperately, she tried 
every beauty preparation of which she 
heard. Some helped temporarily. 
Many improved the complexion. But 
always the facial muscles drooped. 
Always the lines crept back. Always 
the wrinkles reappeared—sometimes 
in a few hours—at most, in a couple 
of days. A look of settled misery 
added to her unattractiveness. LIFE 
FOR HER WAS OVER AT FORTY. 
THEN CAME FACIAL FILM—the 
most amazing scientific discovery of 
the age! Doubting, yet hoping, she 
tried Facial Film as she had tried all 
the rest. But with what different re- 
sults. JOY! BEAUTY! YOUTH! 


What Is Facial Film? 


The French are a vital race—they 
love life and youth and joy more per- 
haps than any other race on the globe. 
And because of that the Quest of Youth 
is the Quest of France. No nation has 
spent more energy, brains and money in 
scientific research on behalf of youth 
and beauty than France. As a result 
more marvelous beauty aids have come 
out of France than any other country in 
the world. But they all fell short of in- 
ducing perpetual youth until a French 
beauty expert tried Neoplasma—a pound 
%f which costs $2,500. Out of this idea, 
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Facial Film was born—a liquid film, 
crystal clear and pure. 


What Facial Film Does. 

A few drops of Facial Film will cover 
the entire face. As it dries the film 
forms an airtight mask and the Neo- 
plasma starts its gentle action. In 
twenty minutes the film is removed—and 
you gaze with awe upon the miracle 
that has taken place. The muscles have 
been toned and lifted into place—much 
as if plastic surgery had been employed. 
The wrinkles have been smoothed away. 
The lines and sacs beneath the eyes 
have disappeared. The skin has been 
revitalized—has taken on a velvet-like 
texture, a rose-leaf appearance that be- 
longs to youth itself! You would never 
believe the marvelous things that Facial 
Film will do unless you see them with 
your own eyes. 


Send for a Demonstration Tube 


of Facial Film 

You may be young—you may be old. But in 
any case, Facial Film will benefit you. Girls 
whose skin was as fair and clear as youth 
could make it have become far prettier 
through this new aid to youth and beauty. 
Women so old that the skin was parched and 
deeply wrinkled have experienced astonishing 
results. But a good average case is the 
woman pictured here. In one treatment she 
knew she had at last found a preparation to 
make her young. And in a week her joy 
knew no bounds. No one today would dream 
that she is forty! 

We want you to prove to yourself that 
Facial Film is what we claim for it. The only 
way you can do that is to try it yourself. I? 
you will mail the coupon below to our labo- 
ratory a generous sized tube will be sent you, 
and you Will then be able to make the most 
surprising demonstration you ever witnessed. 
You need. never again let your face betray 
your age—that is YOUR SECRET. You can 
be as young as you feel! Mail the coupon 
today—you can either send the $2.00 fee with 
the coupon, or pay the postman when the 
package is delivered. But in any case, satis- 
faction is guaranteed, and your money will 
be returned unless you are pleased—delighted 
with the results. Mail the coupon today—be- 
come as young and charming as the woman 
in the picture! 


FACIAL FILM CO. 


_3323 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago, Tit. 
FACIAL FILM CO., (3) 
1 3323 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Tl. 

' Please send me a large tube of Facial Film. ndarstanding 

inclose $2 with order—same money-back guarantes 

MEN! Factal takes place of the old-fashtoned 
massage. Adopted by better barbers here. 

plis. wonders for the complexion. 
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Play a Conn 
and get fede socially 


pleasure, profit —all are yours 
& when you playa Conn saxophone. Enter- 
tain your friends; play professionally, all or 
part time. WithaConn you're sure of quick 
success. Easiest to play, perfect in scale, reliable 
1 action, most beautiful in tone. Conns are the 
choice of the world’s great ar- 
tists. Let us explain the many 
exclusive Conn Features. 

Free Trial; Easy Payments 
on any Conn. Send us coupon 
for details and free book, “Suc- 
cess in Music and How to Win 
It,” by Sousa and other famous 


ONN 


INSTRUMENTS 


WORLD) LARGEST MANUFACTURERS 


Cc. G. CONN, Ltd. 
483 Conn Bidg., Elkhart, Ind. 


Please send “Success in Music” and 
details of free trial offer on 


Le} 


Instrument 
Name 
Street or R. F. D. 
City State County. 


(Use Pencil Please) 


L% Send for my pro- 

position. I pay men 

and women $85.00 

weekly to as high as 
$36.00 per day for eith- 
all or sparetime 
experience necessary. 


Se 
2 RADIUM 
LINGERIE 


Charming ladies lingerie 
and hosiery,pretty priced, 
sells on sight, actually. Miss 
Grace James averaged $36 a 
day, spare time; G. Thomp- 
son earned $33 in one day. You 3:4; | 
can doas well. We tell you how. 


Profits in Advance | 


Your profits in advance, we 

ship and collect ou show 

ts and mail us the orders. Noth- 

ng in any store compares in beauty 

and value to “Princess Radium”’ 
lingerie and hosiery 


High Grade-Steady 


opportunity for big c 


Unusual 


territorial rights going 
t write now 


ROBERTS-FRANK & CO 


1733 Irving Park Blvd 
CHICAGO 


say ing, as if no hing had happened. 

They were there. The undertaker and 
the other man lifted the little coffin out 
of the wagon. Mary wished they would 
be careful how they lifted her baby. He 
wasn't used to strangers, and they would 
frighten him. 

I remember how 
droned through the 


hurriedly the minister 
familiar words. “Man 
that is born of woman—” but he was only 
a baby, and he wouldn't understand why 
he should be born to trouble as the sparks 
fly upward. 

The minister prayed. He apologized to 
God for the baby. Mary hated him for 
saying it. 

No songs, and the baby had loved them. 
It was all over now, the scanty service. 
The clods began to thud down on the tiny 
coffin. This was the moment when the 
passing-bell should have started to ring. 
Only of course there wasn’t to be any 
passing-bell. 

Then suddenly Mary Macomber lifted 
her head, shaking off the black despair 
that bowed it, and listened. Suddenly, the 
clear note of a bell came from the church 
below. It couldn't, it couldn't be the 
passing-bell! But it was. It came again. 
Having rung once, and died away, to tell 
the baby’s age, it began to ring again, to 
do him honor. Slow and solemn and 


able to shed. “Listen, my own! It’s ring- 


ing for you, the passing-bell!” 


It rang and rang. It was still ringing 
when the little grave was leveled, and 
covered with flowers. I remember Mary 
Macomber thought proudly that it had 
never rung longer for anyone in the vil- 
lage. It was still ringing as she said 
good-by to her baby, and, her eyes wet 
with tears, stumbled down the hillside 
road. 


I mind that just as she came up to the 
church the bell stopped ringing. She 
waited to bless the sexton, if it were he 
that had done it. But when the door that 
led to the belfry opened, it was David 
Blair who stepped out of it, before the 
eyes of all the village, and camé up to 
take her in his arms. 


“Then they were married, I suppose?” 
I said to the aged woman, who still picked 
the tender dandelion greens. 

“Yes, they were married, 
children, and lived as happy, I guess, as 
most folks do,” she told me. “David's 
father left his money to the church, but 
I dunno as it mattered so much to them.” 


and had other 


drawing a_ long 
known them 


GLAD,” IT said, 


breath. “You must have 


sweet, reverberatingly sad, it rang on and pretty well, to know so much about just 

on. It cared about the baby. It wouldn't how they felt.” 

let him go out of the world unguided, that She turned her dim, old eyes on me 

passing-bell. It rang, very tenderly, a last for a moment 

lullaby for him. “Yes, I knew them pretty well. In 
“Oh, baby, baby, do you hear it?” The fact—” she said, but then there was some- 

tears were running down Mary Macom-_ thing that sounded like a chuckle or a sob, 

ber’s cheeks, the first tears she had been and I understood. 


My Wild Impulse 


[Continued from page 38] 


didn’t care—I wanted to hurt this gold and 
ivory creature with the insolent eyes, as 
had never wanted to hurt anyone before. 
Her expression changed to one of sur- 
prise, and she lifted arched brows expres- 


sively. “How could you have thought | 
meant you, Diane!” She laughed lightly, 


- half-turned from me toward the boy 
who had stood in embarrassed silence beside 
her 

“Oh, Di,” May said in a hushed voice as 
we turned and went on, “I knew she'd hate 
you for going with Rodney Lanier! Any- 
way, you are too pretty for her to like!” 
she ended loyally 

“Rot!” I snorted in a manner 
would have done credit to Grandy, “Who 
cares what that little green-eyes thinks!” 
But I did care, for I had never known di- 
rect antagonism such as I felt Jean’s to be. 


that 


| Bigkng in the afternoon, Rod proposed a 
trip out on the tiny, wooded peninsula, 
a short way down the water's edge from 
where we were camped for the day 

“It’s getting late. We can’t, Rod!” I 
protested laughingly. Long shadows al- 
ready fell from the trees on the lake 
shore. 

“Oh, come on! You have never been 
there and seen the cave! Don’t be a spoil- 
sport!” he urged persuasively. 

I hesitated a moment, undecided. Then 
a mental picture of how angry the excur- 
sion would make Jean, decided me. 

“All right,” I assented briefly, and we 
swung off together down the narrow path. 
I looked back, and with a sense of disap- 
pointment realized that no one saw our 
departure. That took away part of the 
glory, and I wished passionately that Jean 
had seen us. 

But Rod was interesting, and I liked to 
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be with him; to feel his steadying hand 
on my arm as we crossed a boggy bit of 
ground, or stepped over a fallen log. My 


spirits rose, and entered into the explora- 
tion with zest. 

Soon the trees thinned, and we stood on 
the end of the tiny peninsula and watched 
the waves curl up at the water's edge. 

A steady wind had risen, and the water 


was flecked with miniature white caps. 
Heavy clouds were banked against the 
horizon, and the red glow of the setting 


sun had faded with startling swiftness to 
the greyness of coming night. 

“Look, Rod. It's getting dark, and a 
storm is coming up! Let's get back to 
the others; they will be leaving soon!” I 
touched his arm. 

He gave a swift glance at the darkening 
sky and laughed delightedly. “What a 
night to be out in the storm! There's the 
over there,” 


cave and he pointed to a low 
cavern in the small cliff that flanked the 
water. 

“Give me your hand, Diane. We'll have 
to make a race for the crowd, or get 


drenched!” He caught my arm and we 
began to run. 

Great drops were already beginning to 
spatter the ground. Dimly, we heard the 
sound of a motor horn, then it died away. 

“Rod, they are leaving!” I gasped as we 
stumbled on, finding our way in the dark- 
ness of the great trees as best we might by 
the glitter of the lightning. 


Rod’s hold on my arm tightened. “Well, 
we've got my car, haven't we?” he said 
reassuringly, but I sensed the note of 
worry in his voice. 

We went on in silence, the roar and 
crack of the thunder echoing eerily 


through the dim trees. I remembered that 
I had heard somewhere, that trees attract 
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lightning, and shivered. I was scared— 
plain scared. 

At last we came out of the trees into 
the clearing beside the lake where we had 


It was deserted. 
through the sheets 


left the crowd. 
We raced across it, 
of rain to where the long, dark lines of a 
solitary car were revealed by a streak of 
lightning. Thankfully, I climbed into the 
wet seat, and crouched there shivering, 
while Rod tried the starter. Again and 
again he stepped on it, but the motor lay 
idle. He sat perfectly still for a moment, 
while I waited, my heart in my mouth at 
this new calamity. Then, “Damn!” he said 
convincingly through the stillness. 


“What—what is it, Rod?” I asked 
quickly. 
“Nicest little ‘what’ you've ever seen!” 


he answered tensely. “Wires wet, and the 


motor won't start!” 

“But can’t you dry them out someway ?” 
I asked nervously. 

“Don't be silly,” he retorted grimly. 

We sat for a long time after that in 
silence, Rod hunched in one corner of the 
seat, and I| in the other. After the 
of persons in discomfort, each blamed the 
other for the predicament. 

**What a night to be out in the storm! 

I mimicked Rod's gaiety of an hour before, 
bitterly. 

There was no answer for a moment save 
the spatter of rain against the car “Yes 
with a woman like you Rod's voice 
drawled out of the darkness. He was furi- 
ously angry with me at the jibe. And, 
woman-like, after this | felt more deeply 
miserable than before. 


SHIVERED sickly, and slow tears 

welled up in my eyes and slid down my 
cheeks. Thoughts, hundreds of them, 
crowded through my mind, terrifying in 
their ugliness. I had been taught to re- 
spect convention, and while I had always 
boasted the flapper’s sophistication, I 
found it had deserted me at the moment 
of need. May! What would she and her 
family think? And there was Jean Vin- 
cent, who would be only too glad of the 
chance to nail the “rural flapper” to the 
cross! And then there was Grandy, with 
all the pride of generations of untarnished 
names behind him! And I thought of how 
we had sat together in the old living-room 
at home, the night before I had left, and 
how he had kissed me good-night and said, 
“Be a lady, Diane, my deah; be a lady.” 
I was utterly sick and terrified. 

A blinding flash of lightning seemed to 
snap my taut nerves, and I clung to Rod’s 
sweater sleeve, whimpering. He pulled me 
closer to him, but his voice was hard when 
he spoke. “Diane, I got you into this 
mess, and I guess it’s up to me to get you 
out!” And he added grimly, “No Lanier 
has ever slacked a debt of honor, yet.” 

My heart skipped a beat. “A debt of 
honor!” I repeatedly dully. So this was 
the romantic proposal I had always ex- 
pected. I drew away from him, angrily. 
“Rodney Lanier, if you think for one min- 
ute I’d marry you now, you are a darned 
idiot!” I flared hotly. 

He interrupted me coldly, “Oh, 
will. I don’t care to have it said I’m a 
cad! You ought to realize what staying 
out here all night will mean, or how few 
would believe us! We don’t have to stay 
married, thank goodness!” 

I was flaring with resentment, cold with 


yes you 


fear. But I knew all right what would be 
said. I hadn't thought of anything else 
for hours. “Oh, I hate you, Rodney 


Lanier! I hate you!” I cried impotently 
But I fell asleep, finally, against the rough 
shoulder of his sweater. 

And so we were married, Rod and I, the 
next morning in a little village outside of 
Jacksonville. The rain had stopped enough 
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New York’s most famous 


hairdresser offers 


his own method forw ~~» 
BEAUTIFUL WAVY HAIR | 


to you 


Sent on Five Days’ Free Trial— A Remarkable Invention 


©)rrosrre the Hotel Plaza in New York 
is the salon of R. Louis. Here the 
élite of the East come for perfect coif- 
fures. Nowhere else is there such author- 
ity, such expertness. A water wave by 
R. Louis is an acknowledged masterpiece. 
His method is exclusive and patented. His 
waves are so much more lasting, more 
artistic and more easily and quickly done 
that other great hairdressers sought the 
method. So he recently gave them the 


simple needed accessories he had invented. 
And now, through us, he offers this exact 
waving outht to you. 

With it you can quickly get the same 
wave that would cost you $2.00 in the 
R. Louis Salon.. And you have it for a 
lifetime —the final and only solution to the 
problem of how you may always have 
beautiful wavy hair in any style. 
Send no money. Simply 
mail coupon below. 


Every woman knows that a water- 
wave is the only perfect and perfectly 
safe wave to putin the hair. Heat from 
marcelling dries and splits hair. Curl- 
ing stretches it and destroys the life. 
And now, for the first time, water 
waving may be dove at home— 
easily and exquisitely 
without waste of 
time, trouble, 
or money 


ENDORSED 
BY EXPERTS 


Here are pictured a few of 
the coiffures waved with 
WAVEASY AUTOMATIC 
WATER-WaAvING CLIPs 
by other hairdressers who 
are internationally known. 
Yet so simple is this meth- 
od that you can wave your 
own hair exactly as well, 
without effort or practice. 


For Either Short 
or Long Hair 


Any kind of hair, fine or coarse, 
dry or oily, for any siyle of coif- 
fure can be waved by any woman. 
Order a set today. Your mirror 


Waves 
Set Automatically 

As If by Magic 
These feather-light clips automatically direct each 
wave without requiring any skill on your part. 
And dampened with Waveasy Water-Waving 
Fluid, the waves set quickly and firmly, The 
result — a wave far surpassing any you ever had. 


WAVEASY 


TRADE MARA REG 


WATER WAVING 


AUTOMATIC 


and friends will then tell you more 
than we possibly can, 


The complete set is pictured below. It con- 
tains directions which make this new method of 
artistic waving as simple as using curlers. And 
remember, it is as healthful for the hair as it 
is beautiful, 

Large, loose waves or narrow, tight waves, 
just as you wish, The entire head or only a part, 
whichever you desire. And done just as the 
most skilled hairdresser would do it. 

Clip, sign and mail the coupon now, You 
take no risk, for we guarantee that you will 
be delighted. 


NAME, 


ADDRESS, 


FREE 
RUFFIO FT Fris, TRIAL 
653 Fifth Avenue, Dept. B COUPON 


New York, N. Y. 


Send me at once a complete set of Waveasy Automatic Water 
Warying Clips with full directions. I will deposit $4.90 with the 
postman on receipt. If, after five days’ trial, I am not completely 
satished, you will return my money in full. 
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Lost 34 Lbs. in 30 Days 


ing aloud: 
but she tel! 


Madame Blanche Arral, Renowned Opera Star, Tells 
How You Too Can Reduce Excess Weight Quickly! 
This distinguished Opera Star had her own experience in carry- 
f excess fat, which came near ruining her stage career 
in a delightfully interesting little book, how she found 
quick and positive relief from fleshiness in an easy and natural 
way. She had 
satisfactory results. 
getting any permanent relief 
er professional engagements. 
Orient, she was induced to try a method by which the high caste women of 

the Orient elways manage to retain their youthful, graceful figures. 


» She Tells Her Own Story 


What thie wonderful method did--hew she reduced 34 pounds in 

month, and describes in detail, 
Orient, For a limited time onty, a copy of this book will be sent free for me 
asking to those interested in reducing their weight. Just send your name 


to Blacche Arral, Inc., 


tried every advertised fat reducer without any 
She drugged, dieted and exercised without 

She grew so fat she had to give up 
Then, in the course of her travels in the 


a 
her experiences and travels in the 
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$1 140 to *3300 
A YEAR 


PICK YOUR JOB 


Railway Postal Clerks 
City Mail Carriers 
City Postoffice Clerks 
Clerks at Washington, D.C. 
STEADY POSITIONS 


These are steady positions. Strikes, poor busi- 
conditions, lockouts or politics will not 
affect them. U. S. Government gm ge get 
their pay for twelve full months every year 
There is no such thing as “HARD TIMES” in 
the U. S. Government Service 


$1,900 TO $2,700 A YEAR 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, being 
sid om the first and fifteenth of each month $78.00 
och pay day. Their pay is increased to a maximum of 
$2,700 a year. $112.50 each pay day. 


PAID VACATION 

Railway Postal Clerks, like 
ill Government employees, are 
given a yearly vacation of 15 
workin lays (about 18 days) 
‘ usually work 3 
lays off duty 


ness 


lays and have 3 
or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty and vaca- 
tion, their pay continues just as 
though they were working. They 
travel on a pass when on busi 
ess and see the country. When 
away from home they get extra 
allowance for hotel When they 
retired with a pension 


grow old, they are 
CITY MAIL CARRIERS 
POSTOFFICE CLERKS 


Clerks and Carriers now commence at $1,700 @ year 


and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 an 
$2,300 They also have 15 days’ paid vacation, Ex- 
ms are frequently held in the larger cities. 
cu residence is unnecessary 


CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D. C. 


nm to men and women 18 or over) 
Salary $1,140 to $1,860 a year. Required for pleasant 
clerical work in the various government departments at 
Washington, D. C 


IS YOUR JOB STEADY? 


Compare these conditions with your present or your 
prospective condition, perhaps changing positions fre- 
quently, kicking around from post to pillar, no chance in 
sight for PERMANENT employment; frequently out 
of a position and the year’s average salary very low. DO 
YOU EARN $1,900 EVERY YEAR? HAVE YOU 

ANY ASSURANCE THAT A FEW YEARS FROM 
NOW YOU WILL GET $2,700 A YEAR? 


YOU CAN GET THEM 


These positions are not hard to get. Country residents 
and city residents stand equal chance Experience is 
unnecessary, and political influence is not permitted. 


GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
it today—-now, at once 

DO IT NOW—This investment of two cents for a 
| ~ stamp may result in you getting a Government 
ob. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. N319, ROCHESTER, N. Y 


Kindly rush to me entirely free of charge (1) a full de- 
scription of the position checked below; (2) Specimen 
examination questions (3) Free copy of illustrated book 

How To Get a t S. Government Job “4 A list of 
the I S. Government Jobs now obtainable; (5) Send 
pointers on how I can get the position I have checked 


(£1900-$2700) 
($1700-$2300) 
($1700-$2100) 


Railway Postal Clerk 
Postoffice Cler' 
City Mall Carrier. 


Rural Mall Carrier ($2100-$3300) 
Clerk at C. ($1140-$1860) 
Income Tax Auditor ($2040-$3000) 


Use This “Coupon Before You Mislay it. 


for Rod to dry the connections and get 
the car started. A sorry spectacle we 
must have been to the surprised Justice of 
Peace. He regarded our bedraggled ap- 
pearance suspiciously, but I think his wife, 
who was the thinnest woman I ever saw, 
attributed it to the fact that we had eloped, 
and was nervously delighted. 

The brilliant sun struck sparks from the 
raindrops that hung upon pine and 
palmetto, and the pine barrens were alive 
vith birds, as we drove in silence back 
toward the city. As we passed the place 
where Rod had gathered the Cherokee 
roses the day before, a lump came up in 
my throat. So much had happened since 
then, it seemed ages ago. And by the 
time we drove into the Lanier driveway, 
| was feeling so sorry for myself that I 
had almost forgotten my fear of the future. 


is no need to go into details of 
explanations, the. sur- 
upon our “ro- 


HERE 

our return, the 
prises and congratulations 
mantic elopement” as everyone termed 
Rod and | both had enough pride to pre- 
tend successfully—to all save one—and 
Jean Vincent flicked gold lashes over 
amused green eyes, as she gave her con- 
gratulations. 

Grandy wired enthusiastic benedictions. 
Poor dear! I know he must have felt that 
an awful load was off his shoulders in get- 
ting Diane “settled”. 

On our wedding night, when the door 
closed behind us, and we stood alone in the 
room that had belonged to Rod's mother, 
he looked at me levelly a moment and 
laughed shortly. 

“Honeymoon nest !” he said mockingly, and 
without even a good-night, stalked across 
the room to the little boudoir adjoining and 
slammed the door. I stood there in the 
middle of the floor, and the knowledge that 
| was an unwanted bride in a strange 
house, seemed more bitter than ever. Jean’s 
face seemed to smile tauntingly from the 
shadows of the dim room, and when I went 
over to the dressing-table, with it’s little 
heart-shaped mirror, I could hardly see the 
picture of the sweet-faced woman—Rod’s 
mother—that stood in its easel frame. 
Tears! I was the only woman in this 
house of men, and the loneliness of it 
struck at my heart. 

1 crept into the huge four-poster bed, 
and wondered miserably what Rod’s broth- 
er and father would be like—and if they 
would hate me, as my boy-husband se emed 
to. I wished frantically for my room at 
home and Grandy. All the while I could 
hear Rod turning restlessly on the day-bed 
in the other room, and I hoped it was as 
uncomfortable as it is possible for a bed 
to be: hoped he was as miserable as I, 
and wouldn't sleep a wink all night 

And the irony of it all was that I loved 
my tall, young husband. 

I took up my life in the house of 
the Laniers, and strangely enough the 
father and brother seemed to like me quite 
as well as Rod disliked me. But Rod’s 
father was always busy with his law 
practice, in which Rod and Donald were 
junior partners, and if it had not been for 
Donald, I don’t know what I should have 
done during those lonely days. 

I think he knew how very lonely I was, 
for he could not help but notice Rod's 
frequent absences from home, or the way 
he went about with Jean whenever the 
opportunity arose. I think he saw, too, 
the little efforts I made to win Rod’s in- 
terest again. 

I gradually fell in the habit of going 
around a lot with Donald, when I found 
that all my advances were either ignored, 
or met with cold indifference. 

One night we were sitting on the vine- 
clad porch, and Donald took out his pipe 
and fell to smoking. 


“Diane.” he said after awhile, “what is 
the trouble between you and Rod?” There 
was no hint of idle curiosity in_ his 
question, 

I sat still a moment, with the fragrance 
of his tobacco drifting across to me, and 
the sound of a neighboring victrola com- 
ing across the lawn. I was neither startled 
nor angry; a feeling of peace stole over 
me—a feeling that I could share my secret 
with someone who understood. 

When I had finished, he smoked on in 
silence for awhile, then reached over and 
patted my hand gently. There was a 
world of sympathy in the touch, and | 
felt more at peace than I had since com 
ing to the Lanier home. I could not help 
respect the fact that he had said no» word 
of criticism against his brother, in his 
absence. 

I suspected that people must have no- 
ticed Rod's attentiveness to Jean, for our 
marriage seemed to have made little dii- 
ference to them, but I didn’t realize the 
extent of their thoughts till the night of 
the masked dance at the Automobile Club. 
It was during an intermission between 
dances, and I had slipped out on the lawn 
to get a breath of fresh air, as my head 
ached terribly. The faint odor of jasmine 
and oleander seemed to cling to the slight 
breeze, and I leaned gratefully against 
the rough trunk of a royal palm—almost 


hidden by its shadow. Idly, I watched 
the gay crowd of masked revelers, here 
an Egyptian maiden laughing with a 


monk; there a nun walking arm in arm 
with a lively clown. 

“And who would have thought,” 
voice laughed behind me, “that 
Lanier would shut her eyes and let 
run away with her husband!” 

“Oh, well,” replied another voice; “it’s 
absolutely sinful for a man to be as good- 
looking as Rod. And if Diane can’t hold 
her own—” the voice stopped expressively. 
And then the talkers moved away. 

A cold hand seemed to clutch at my 
heart and squeeze it. So everyone knew 
and was talking! 

I saw a pirate coming toward me, and 
almost ran down the flagstone walk to 
the boat-house. I wanted to be alone—for 
once I didn’t even ,want Don. 

When I rounded the corner of the boat- 
house, I heard someone talking. I stopped, 
thinking I had stumbled upon a pair of 
lovers. A couple sat on the edge of the 
diving board, and the man’s arm was 
around the bare shoulders of the girl., 


a soft 
Diane 
Jean 


but something about 

the man’s voice held me. Then of a 
sudden I knew that it was Rod's voice | 
was listening to. Vibrant and tender it was 
—unlike any tone he used to me, and he 
was saying, “You are the sweetest little 
thing I evah did see!” soft, and all full 
of laughter.- I could almost see the way 
his eyes crinkled up when he smiiled. 

I stood rooted to the spot, and listened 
to the girl’s voice, all husky sweet, saying, 
“Kiss me—kiss me again, Roddie!” The 
moonlight gleamed on the round arm that 
stole about his neck, and flashed fire from 
the stones of a bracelet, and I knew that 
it was Jean’s bracelet, an oddly carved 
thing that she laughingly said came from 
Cleopatra’s tomb, Cleopatra! And I almost 
believed in re-incarnation as I stared at 
her. 

I turned, sick at heart, and found the 
tall figure of the pirate blocking my path. 
He had followed me. 

“Oh, Don, you heard?” 
voice that sounded strange to my 
ears. 


“Ves, I 


TURNED to go, 


I asked in a 
own 
“and I 


heard,” he answered, 


think it’s time for you to give the young 
puppy some of his own medicine !” 
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“You mean—” I stammered incredu- 
lously. 

“That from now on you'll go with me, 
publicly. See how he likes for you to 
forget that you are married!” 

I drew back nervously, staring up into 
his set face from which he had taken the 
mask. “No, Don, I can’t do that! I 
anyhow, I've still a little pride left.” I 
ended stubbornly. 

“Pride?” he smiled twistedly. “Where 
is it? You are letting that little vamp 
get away with murder! She is appealing, 
I'll admit, but so are you, and it’s up to 
you to fight for your man—if you want 
him—” he hesitated. 

I did want Rod, and badly. I thought 
of Grandy, and how he boasted that he 
never gave an inch on the fighting line, 
until he was down and out with a bullet 
in his chest. I was a Marshall, too, wasn't 
I? I had to fight! 

So began a round of drives, golfing 
and dancing, always with Don. With 
studied carelessness we made our arrange- 
ments in Rod’s presence. I began to 
cultivate Jean, much to her surprise, and 
Rod's. I learned to smile at her sweetly, 
while in my heart I could have strangled 
her cheerfully. 

Whenever I had the chance I threw 
them together, making no secret of the 
fact that I wanted to go with Donald. 
Rod underwent all this with various de- 
grees of indignation—no man_ enjoys 
having his wife pick out some other wo- 
man for him to bestow his attentions upon. 
He wants to decide all that for himself. 
Once he said to me: 

“I'd like to have you remember you're 
my wife and not Don's!” 

I went on, apparently 
glancing back into a mirror. 

“Really?” I shrugged carelessly. 

He stared at me a moment as if he had 
seen me for the first time. His tanned 
face flushed darkly, and he turned without 
a word and left the room. 

About a week later, he came into my 
room one night, just as I was reaching 
out to snap off the night light that stood 
by my bed. I picked up a negligee lying 
across the bed, and threw it about my 
bare shoulders. “What is it, Rod?” I 
asked, puzzled. He flashed his old care- 
less smile, and I was angry to find that 
it still made my heart beat faster. 

“I just wanted to tell you that you are 
the sweetest little thing I evah did see, 
Diane,” he said softly. 

A feeling of rage shook me. That he 
should repeat the same words to me that 
he had said to Jean! But he should never 
know it! I smiled at him through hali- 
closed lashes. 


unconcerned, 


“T SUPPOSE it has just got to be force 
of habit that makes you say that so 
often?” I queried softly. 

He looked at me steadily a moment. 

“You drew first blood,” he smiled rue- 
fully, and sat down on the edge of the 
bed, and lit a cigarette. 

I stood watching him, and for the life 
of me I couldn’t think up a single one of 
the witty and scathing remarks I had 
intended to use in such a gituation as this. 

“Diane,” he said after a moment, “let’s 
surprise the natives, and go to the Yacht 
Festival together?” He carefully blew 
a smoke ring. 

“Why do anything so obvious? Besides, 
I have a headache—” I ended yawning 
widely. 

“Sorry,” Rod said with a direct look 
that made me feel uncomfortable. And 
the incident was closed. Somehow, I was 


finding this game harder to play than I 
had thought 

I never dressed more carefully in my 
life than 


I did for the Yacht Festival. 
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Banish Excess Fat 
In This Pleasant Way 


No abnormal exercise or diet. 


a million boxes yearly. 


You should learn what millions know 
about an easy, pleasant way to reduce. 

You see the results in slender figures 
wherever you look today. Your own 
friends can tell you about them. Excess 
fat is now the exception, slenderness is 
the vogue. 


The way is prompt and pleasant. It 
has proved itself for 18 years. So many 
have used it and told others about it 
that people are now taking over 100,000 
boxes monthly. It is so reliable that ev- 
ery druggist now signs a guarantee. 


Try it at our cost. Then consult some 
of the users who are all about you. Fat 
is a blight to style and beauty, health and 
fitness. It is very unpopular today. It 
has no excuse. 


The Modern Way 


This modern, scientific way is Mar- 
mola Prescription Tablets. Simply take 
four a day. No abnormal exercise or 
diet is required. 


Marmola combats the cause of the 
trouble, which usually lies in a gland. 
It reduces weight to just the point de- 
sired, and that normal weight continues. 


The method is not secret. Our books 
publish every ingredient. Every user 
knows just what she is taking, how it 
acts and why. 


The Tragedy of F. 


MARMOLA 


Prescription Tablets 
The Pleasant Way to Reduce 


Supplied by all druggists at $1 per 
box. Send this coupon for a 25c sample 
free, our latest books and our guarantee, 
Clip it now. 


People are now using 
Druggists guarantee it 


Reduction is not too rapid. It rarely 
exceeds a pound a day. So the body ad- 
justs itself to new conditions. Wrinkles 
are avoided. 


Our guarantee, which your druggist 
signs, warrants you that within 45 days 
you'll be completely satisfied. 


A Duty to Yourself 


Every man or woman who is over-fat 
should learn about Marmola. Fat crowds 
the heart, checks the circulation, reduces 
longevity. It makes one conspicuous in 
these days when slenderness is the 
vogue. 


Strenuous exercise and restricted diet 
can bring results, of course. But the way 
is hard and risky. It may overtax the 
heart or lead to malnutrition. 


Consider this better way. Learn what 
it has done for millions, and for 18 
years. People who know the facts are 
taking 100,000 tablets daily. Judge if you 
wish to join them. 

The coupon will bring the samples 


free, our books and our guarantee. Clip 
it now, in fairness to yourself. 


25c Sample 
MARMOLA Free 
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Repair any auto fault, learn how NOW. You can do 
it easily in this new simple way 

These FIVE Big Books are up to the minute on auto- 
mobile engineering subjects; chock full of little known 
facts about construction, operation and repairs. Elec- 
tric wiring treated in complete detail—illustrations 
and diagrams make everything clea id easily under- 
stood by anybody The most interesting and most 
a tical set of books ever written on modern automo- 
ile engineering 

Whether you want to fit yourself for garage owner, re- 
pair expert or merely wish to know more about your 
you will realize the value of these splendidly 
b ound volumes 


This is the new 1926 Edition with 70 new and up- 


to-date wiring diagrams 


NO MONEY OFFER 


An amazing new plan of distribution brings these 
books to yeu for examination without one cent of 


payment to us We don't ask a penny of you, but 
ship the books to you FREI Look them over—read 
then 2s much as you want to; note the splendid 


photographs and drawings and then if you decide you 
them, send us $2.00: then only $3.00 a month un- 
til only $19.80 is paid That is all; nothing more to 
pay us. If you send NOW we will include 


Consulting Membership FREE 
Yes, we actually give you a certificate which entitles 
you to free consultation on any subject related to 
automobile repairing 18 specialized experts are at 
your disposal—ready at any time to help you. With 
this library and this consultation membership you 
ought to be able soon to know all there is to be known 
about autos, Don't miss this special offer. Send now 
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“ATLAS MOVING PICTURE CO. 
6369. Dearborn St, Dept. 78, Chicago 


$50-$75-$100 
per week 


ELL Harrison Clothes—the finest clothes 
$24.75 can buy. Smartest N.Y. styles, long- 
wearing woolens, careful tailoring, perfect fit, 
big variety—your friends never have seen such 
fine clothes at such low prices. FREE selling 
outfit and complete selling instructions. High- 
est commissions—you collect $4, $5, $6 spot cash 
on every3-piece suit. We ship direct and collect 
direct. Prompt deliveries, satisfaction guaran- 
teed, big repeat business. Ideal full time or part 
time work. If you want to be your own boss 
and make big money write today. Be on job in 
aweek. S. Harrison Bros., Dept. 411, 
133 West 21st St., New York City. 
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|T had ordered a new outfit, and knew that 


| smile at 


1 looked my best 
Rod had just parked his roadster when 
drove in, and he flashed a sneering 
me as he stepped from the run- 
board. He barely spoke to us, and 
heart sank. Perhaps I had gone too 
but I laughed as though | were 
myself immensely, stifling a de- 


we 


ning 
my 
far 
enjoy ing 


| sire to call after Rod's retreating figure. 


There were the usual boat-races, swim- 
|ming contests, and water fetes. After- 
ward, nearly everyone donned bathing 


swimming 

grim satisfaction that 
Rod seemed moody, and not nearly so 
attentive to Jean as usual. He seemed 
unaware of her attractiveness in the ab- 
breviated emerald green bathing suit that 
displayed more of her charms than neces- 
sary. 

As we stood on the white sand, watch- 
ing the bathers, Don suggested a surf-boat 
ride. He went up to the boat-house and 
got the board. 

“Sure you can stay on, Diane?” he asked 
as we splashed down through the waves to 
where one of the tug boats was beached. 

“Sure,” I answered. “And if I can’t, 


suits and went in 
I noticed with 


I guess the water won't hurt me any,” and 
we both laughed. 
Things went well for a while, and I 


kept a firm grasp on the rope as we slid 
over the water. It was hard to keep my 
balance, as | was rather new at the sport, 
and the board seemed to slip from under 
But I 


my feet in an alarming manner. 

had seen Rod watching us as we started 
out, and I'd have ridden that surf-board 
or died! I knew that Rod was an en- 
thusiastic sport-lover. And Jean couldn't 
ride 


The boat seemed to be gaining speed, 
and I could feel the difference in the way 
I balanced. Then I hadn't been thinking 
of what I was doing. My body lurched 
wildly one way and another, and I desper- 
ately tried to regain my balance, but with 
a quick duck the board slid from under 
my feet, and I clutched wildly at its 
polished surface as I fell. I heard Don 
call to me, then there was a sharp pain 
as my head struck the edge of the board, 
and | could feel myself growing limp in 


the water—hear its rush over my head. 

Somewhere there was the hum of a 
racing motor, but the drowsiness and pain 
in my head made me indifferent to what 
it was. I lay for a long time, it seemed 
to me, with my eyes shut, listening to the 
throb, and thinking how comfortable the 
arm felt that was holding me against a 
rough shoulder 

Gradually the stupor lifted, and I opened 
my eyes I could see the grim lines of 
Rod’s face above mine. I twisted upright. 
He looked down quickly, and the look in 
his dark eyes made my heart leap pain- 
fully. “Don, she’s coming to—” he whis- 
pered huskily 

“Good!” I heard Don answer steadily, 
and I noticed that he was driving Rod's 
roadster. The telephone poles seemed to 
be whizzing by, and it made me dizzy to 
look at them, so I closed my eyes again 
and leaned back against the comfortable 
shoulder. I think I must have drowsed, 
for when I opened my eyes, we had drawn 
up at the front entrance at home, and 
Rod was lifting me out of the car. I 
enjoyed the process of being carried up 
the stairs to my room, and pretended still 
to be asleep. 


FTER the doctor had come and gone, 

and I lay in the huge four-poster bed, 
with a bandage around my head, Rod 
came over from the window and dropped 
to the floor by my side. 


There was something new in his face. 
The dark eyes were less assured—wistful 
even. 

He touched my bandaged head, and 
caught one of my hands in his, “And to 
think I might have lost you! Diane, can 
you love me just a little?” His face was 
close to mine, and I reached out and 
pulled the dark head close to my heart. 

“Oh, I do, Rod—I do!” And I buried 
my face in the hair that I had always 
longed to run my fingers through—and 
muss up... 

Afterwards, Rod tried to convince me 
how easy it was to make him love me— 


that he had always cared and didn’t realize 
it. But I—though assenting gravely—I 
knew how hard it really was—that fight! 


Just Before Dawn 


(Continued from page 


I hate myself for talking to 
Please go, now.” 


this minute. 
you, for being with you. 
He came and knelt by my chair. 
“Eileen,” he said, “what is it? What 
has changed you? You were different the 
other night.” 
Then I heard myself speaking the words 


for which I could have bitten out my 
tongue. 
“Kenneth!” I gasped, “that woman— 


that other woman, whom you and Hastings 
fought about !” 

Instantly I knew that I was lost. Those 
words had betrayed me. The smarting 
jealousy, the hurt pride! Kenneth recog- 
nized it almost as soon as I did. He gave 
a cry and a great laugh, and swept me up 
into his arms. He knew now that I could 
not resist. 


H, LET me go!” I struggled. “Let me 

go! You don't understand, Kenneth. I 
love my husband—with a real love—so dif- 
ferent from the temporary excitement that 
you give me! Let me go! This is a 
cheap and worthless victory for you, be- 
cause I don’t really want to yield.” 

“It doesn’t matter—” he said, “it doesn’t 
matter what you say. Down in your heart 
you want to come to me. And you shall 
come. Not because I force you, but be- 


80) 


shall come.” 
I cried. 
mine !” 


ceasing to resist. That 
deadly power was drawing me, drawing 
me, and he spoke into my ear, caressingly. 
insistently, telling me of his love. I wanted 
to struggle, but I could not. I felt the 
pulse pounding in my throat, and I turned 
toward him with a little despairing cry. 

But at that moment there came another 
sound from upstairs. It was the call of 
my baby, frightened, pathetic call, 
freighted with loneliness and need. I broke 
away from Kenneth instantly, and he let 
me free. 

“It’s Alice!” 
her.” 

I hurried to the door. Even in my con- 
cern I recognized that the fatal tie had 
snapped. Our very tenseness at that mo- 
ment had made the breaking more complete. 
I felt all mother now, and as I looked back 
at the boy standing white and silent in the 
middle of the room, I felt an unexpected 
throb of pity for him and the young life 
that he was wasting. 

“Wait for me, Kenneth,” 
sively. “I want to talk to you. 
down soon.” 
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not down 
I found that my baby had a touch 
of what I feared might develop into croup. 
I stayed with her for over an hour, heated 
water, got the croup kettle ready, and did 


Kenneth waited, but I was 


soon. 


the little things that mothers do. When 
I saw that she was sleeping safely I went 
downstairs again. And not till that mo- 
ment did I remember Kenneth. 

He was waiting for me by the fire that 
had long since died to embers. 

“Oh, Kenneth, I’m so sorry!” I ex- 
claimed. I had lost all fear of him now. 
Our episode was past. 

“Don't say that,” he replied, rising and 
pulling up my chair for me. “I’ve been 
thinking, for the first time in many weeks, 
and I believe it’s done me good.” 

“I’m glad—so glad, Kenneth. I’ve been 
sorry for you. Oh, don’t look surprised. 
I'm not going to preach. Heaven knows 
I've no right. But I have been sorry, for 
your youth and promise; that you go 
playing around with women, and married 
women. suppose it’s queer for me to 
say these things tonight after what nearly 
happened. But somehow that seems to 
have burned clear the air, and made it 
possible to talk.” 

“I know,” he said quietly; “I’ve been 
burned clear, too—thinking, while you 
were with your child. I'd like to talk to 
you, Eileen.” 

And so we talked, with a curious de- 
tachment, intimate, yet impersonal. What 
had transpired between us seemed very 
far away, in a misty, incredible sort of 
haze. I felt no affection for him, hardly 
friendship—only pity, and a desire to help 
him. After all, he was so much younger 
than I, and the hideous thing in which 
we had been involved must have been part- 
ly my fault. 


UDDENLY he looked at the window, 

and got. to his feet with an exclamation. 

“Daylight! By Jove, Eileen, what an 
unpardonable thing for me to do! I had 
no idea! I ought to be kicked for this!” 

I stood up and laughed. 

“But we've cleared things up, Kenneth. 
And that’s something to be thankful for.” 

“T'll be thankful to you all my life,” he 


said, and added in a lower tone, “and hu- 
miliated when I think of you.” 

“T hope not. That will pass. Good- 
night, Kenneth.” 

“Good-by! I hope you get some rest. 
All my thenks. Good-by!” 


He took his hat and went. 

I slept late the next morning. At seven 
I opened my eyes, and listened sleepily to 
the sounds from the nursery. The maid 
was dressing the children. They were all 
right then. I turned over and went back 
lo sleep. 

When I awoke again it was almost ten 
I dressed in a hurry and went down into 
the living- room. My husband was stand- 
ing in the room, gazing out the window. 

“Lee!” I exclaimed. “But I thought 
you were away 

“T came back,” he said. “They reached 
me by phone at three-thirty this morning. 
I took an automobile immediately, and just 
got here.” 

“But what is it?” I asked. “Who sent 
for you? I don’t understand.” 

“You haven't heard, of course.” He sat 
down in the big chair. “Eileen, this will 
be a shock. Hastings was shot and killed 
at three o'clock last night.” 

“Hastings! Killed!” I could not be- 
lieve my ears. “Lee, how frightful! But 
who could have done it?” 

“That's the dreadful part.” Lee’s voice 
was husky. “The evidence—the evidence 
ill points to Kenneth.” 

I looked at my husband, and I could 
10t speak. I could hear the children laugh- 
I could hear ‘my heart 


ing at their play. 


EASY NOW TO GET 


A PERFECT MARCEL 
While You Dress or Sleep! 


Marvelous New Incenticn Gives 
Beautiful Professionai-Like Wave 
Without Muss, Bother or Expense. 


Now ina tew minutes’ time any woman can 

give herself a Perfect Marcel. All Milady 
has to do is place in her hair a Ready-Set 
Marceller which immediately conforms the 
hair into a series of beautiful waves similar to 
those given by the most experienced of beau- 
ty specialists. It’s no trick to putitin. The 
illustrations show how. neat it looks in the 
hair while in use and what a beautiful wave 


it gives to perfectly straight hair. 


The READY-SET 
Marceller 
Can’t Go Wrong 


Regardless of what texture hair you have, the 
Ready-Set Marceller never fails. It will de 
It comes in two parts. One for 
the side of the head as shown in illustration. 
The other for the opposite side and back. It 
is adjustable for those who prefer the back 
shingle bob with sides waved. The secret of 
the Ready-Set is the folding crossbar which 
“automatically” puts each one of the flexible 
combs in the hair at the proper angle flat to 
the head and in the proper place to give a 
— marcel. The crossba: works bellows 
on. When you close up the crossbar the 
hair {which should be dampened} works up 
between the combs forming beautiful waves. 


light you. 


The Ready-Set must not be confused 
with cloth waving caps—hot oil—hot 
irons—or intricate adjustment of combs, 
It is automatic, self-waving, self-adjust- 
ed silver-like waver with flexiblespecial 
made combs. It weighs but a few 
ounces; comfortable to put on; nothing 
to get out of order; produces an auto- 
ly perfect marcel. 

Any woman who has lost time and 
patience with so-called home wavers 
is invited to try the Read y-Set entire- 
ly at our risk and expense to demon- 
strate that it is based on an entirely new 
and different principle. 

Your mirror tells the story! By the 
time you are dressed, your hair is beau- 
tifully done! Or put it on at night— 
you'll never notice it—and in the 
morning you look as if you had just 
stepped from the beauty shop. 


nothing 
ical than Ready-Set. If you have a 
permanent you need one. Ideal for re- 
tracing. For those with naturally curly 
hair who use the Finger wave, the 
Ready-Set will delight you. It isa 
way to safely marcel white hair. It gives 
the perfect wave to any type of hair. 


Undressed Hair. 


seeing the wave any woman can so easily get 


These Pictures Tell the Story! 


2—The Read 
Over the Hair in 3 Seconds. oT Re 


t~-A Beautiful Toilet Everytime! 
Miss Ray Morse, well known beauty specialist, says: “After 


by simply 


using the Ready-Set Marceller, I would > selfish if I 


did not admit that it will save 


American women thousands 


of dollars formerly spent with beauty parlors. 


Send No Money 


We want you to be convinced the Ready-Set will give 
satisfaction. 


Later we plan to sell through stores, and we 


want your good will. We are offering a special introduc- 
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today for a 5-day trial of the Ready-Set Marceller. 
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you never had a chance! 


“Four years ago you and I worked at the 
same bench, I realized that to get ahead I 
needed special training, and decided to let 
the International Correspondence Schools 
help me. I wanted you to do the same, 
but you said, ‘Aw, forget it!” You had the 
same chance I had, but you turned it down. 
No, Jim, you can’t expect more money until 
you've trained yourself to handle bigger 
work,” 


There are lots of “Jims” in the world— 
in stores, factories, offices, everywhere. Are 
you one of them? Wake up! Every time 
you see an I. C. S. coupon your chance is 
staring you in the face. Don’t turn it down. 

Right now over 180,000 men and women 
are preparing themselves for bigger jobs 
and better pay through I, C. S. courses. 

You can join them and get in line for 
promotion. Mark and mail this coupon, 
and find out how. 


~ INTERNATIONAL “CORRESPONDENCE SCHOULS 
Box 6251-E, Scranton, Penna. 
Oldest and largest? correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
[Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management L) Advertising 
[Personnel Organization (Better Letters 
Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law 
ng and Banking Law I 


(}Stenography and Typing 
Business English 


Accountancy (including C.P.A.)U) JCivil Servic 
Nicholson Cost Accounting = ) Railway Mail Clerk 
it keeping }Common Schoo! Subjects 
_| Private Secretary High School Subjects 
_) Spanish French J Tiustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
}Electrical Engineering Architect 
Elect Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
} Mechanical Engineer L)Contractor and Builder 


(Architectural Draftsman 
}Conerete Builder 
]Structural Engineer 


) Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
)} Railroad Positions 


C)Gas Engine Operating Chemistry (© a, y 
4S ivil Engineer Automobile Work 

urveying and Mapping _] Airplane Engine: 
Metallu ay Mining griculture and ‘oultry 
OSteam Engineering Radio Mathematics 
Name 
Street 6-26-25 
Address 
City State 


Occupation 
If you reside in Canada 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited 


send thie coupon to the Interna- 
Montreal 


pounding desperately, ominously. But I played! It was hard to figure out. 

| could not speak. Lee went on. “Do you think it looks bad for Ken- 
“Hastings was shot by Kenneth’s pistol. neth?” I asked my husband as we sat at 

They found the weapon, and it has been table.. I could not eat any dinner, but 

identified. And Kenneth, according to his fortunately he was too upset to notice 

landlady, didn’t come in till six o'clock me. 

this morning.” “Very, I'm afraid. You see, he can’t 
“But—”" | moistened my lips and groped explain where he was.” 


trouble between those two men. 


| happened.” 


“No,” I murmured desperately, “he can't 


‘but—it’s impossible, Lee.’ 
explain.” 


you remember the 
Chey had 


for words, * 
“It seems so But 


guarrelled openly. Oh, it's the devil of a I PUSHED back my plate and sat staring 

mess, Eileen. But I mustn't stay here into the candles. I had seen, and ver) 

talking to you. I've got to get over to clearly, the ruin that lay ahead. 

the office.” For I must tell where Kenneth was. I 
At the door he looked back. have no choice. I must tell that until day- 
“Why were you in bed so late? Not break he was with me. And then—my 

feeling well? husband, my home, my children—will they 
“I’m all right,” | murmured. “Just be left me? Or will I be swept away 

sleepy. I was up late.” from them, and lie broken in the wreckage 
Lee looked surprised, but made no com-_ of my life? 

ment. Lee is a reasonable man, as men go, 
“I'll give you a ring from the office,” but what reason could possibly explain the 

he said. “I don’t know when I'll be back. fact when it is laid before him? He is 


a stern man, a typical product of a Puritan 
iatenine He demands much of his wife 
and the mother of his children. 


God! I can’t seem to realize what has 


He went out. 
I stayed with my children most of the And I do love him, and respect him. I 
|day. At dinner time Lee told me the adore my children with all the passion 


| had killed Hastings 


that I never dared give to him. If they 
are taken from me, then indeed I will wish 


that I had died. 


progress of the case. Kenneth was under 
arrest. When they asked him where he 
had been between twelve and six the pre- 


ceding night, he had at first refused to There is one chance, just the faintest, 
answer. Then he said he had been for a_ that he may believe me, that he may ac- 
walk in the country. An examination of cept my word as to what happened in those 
his shoes proved them quite free from hours before dawn. But is it likely? 


Would most husbands credit such a tale? 
I must be prepared—I am prepared to 
face the worst. He may believe me, but 
I do not think he will. 
Tomorrow I shall know. 


and yet there had been showers dur- 
the night. It was his revolver that 
That is still to me 
an unexplained mystery. Only—I wonder 
what part in the tragedy that other woman 


mud, 
ing 


The S f N 
e Story of Nanette 
(Continued from page 43) 
“Nanette! It’s good to see you again.” She flushed and suddenly paled. “I’m 
She tried to smile. “I'm glad. _ I sorry—Steve—lI can't see you tonight. I— 
Her voice choked in spite of her efforts; will be—busy.” Her confusion was pitiful. 
the tears flooded into her eyes. She twisted a_ lacy handkerchief between 
I sat down on the seat beside her. “Nan, her fingers. “You see—I—” She paused 
tell me what's the trouble?” ; again. 
She started nervously. “Trouble? What “Don't mind,” I told her, smiling to 
what do you mean?” Her eyes dilated. cover the disappointment in my _ heart 
“You've been crying,” I accused her. “It’s all right, of course. I should have 


“Something has made you cry. Can't you wired ahead for this evening, shouldn't 1?” 


tell me? We're—friends—you know. Per- But she did not respond to my sally. 

haps I could help.” “I’m—sorry,” she said again, very low. 
“You were always a—friend,” she an- “So am I,” I told her, “but I'll be hopeful 

| swered swiftly, impulsively. Then after of seeing you tomorrow. 

a pause. “Why—why there is nothing, “Yes—yes,” she said quickly, as if glad 

really. I—girls just cry sometimes.” She of a respite. “Good-by, Steve.” 

tried te laugh and failed, and her eyes, She was gone into the house on flying 

the clear, unafraid eyes of Nanette, did feet. 

not meet mine. I returned slowly through the hedge, 

pondering a little on what her trouble 


Y OU mustn't pay any attention to me,” might be, but my joy at seeing her again 
she insisted, trying to regain her poise. was paramount to all else. Too much 
“|—well, let’s not talk about me. Let’s talk stepmother most likely, I decided. Well 


aren't I should soon take her away from al! 


that. 
After dinner I 
mother retired almost at once and | 


about You're a judge now, 


I nodded 


you. 


was restless and bored 


the evening. It seemed I could wait no 


vaguely fright- : 
longer to tell her of my love and to hear 


ened. She was pale, I noticed, and looked 


Her blue eyes seemed 


TER “Judge Hadley!” She repeated it slow- My retire 
|ly, “It—it sounds strange- —doesn’t it? It found myself alone. I was disappointed 
| seems so—sort of solemn.” at not having had Nanette with me for 
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that she could love me in return. 
and to quiet my rest 
down through th: 


| tired. She had indeed changed. There 


was an indefinable something in her eyes It was still early, 


lessness I wandered 


that had not been in the clear, childlike 
eyes of that other Nanette. I longed to grounds toward the orchard. In that plac 
take her in my arms and comfort her, yet beside the stream, still filled with the spe! 


something told of her presence, I could perhaps smok 


something held me _ back, 
After my evening pipe and dream of the morro\ 


me this was not the time to speak. 


awhile we walked slowly back to the and all it was to bring. 

house. The moon was not fully up and tl 
| “You are free tonight?” I inquired as shadows were deep and long. The babb! 
I took leave of her. “It’s been a long of the running water dulled the sound « 


Nan.” voices and my approaching footsteps, unt 


{time since I’ve seen you, 


know 
Then 
conci 
Kitte 
fix e 
then. 
No 
was | 
bent 
to we 
retur 
noton 
onizir 
what 
than | 
to bez 
only 
in He 
with i 
Aft 
cow! 
the m 
where 


AL a | 
2\ | 
“y 
— 
7 
bac 
: 
der 
er 
rirl 
trad 
m 
tow 
“\ 
to n 
irou 
lace 
I be 
ree 
Trial 
108 
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with a start I found myself but a few 
feet from two figures in the dim light. 
Someone was sobbing, and suddenly I real- 
ized it was Nanette. Something kept me 
rooted to the place. She was speaking 
now and there was agonized appeal in her 
voice. 

“But, Davis, you said we were to be 
married—right away. You—you—promised 
we'd be married. You said you loved me. 
Don’t you? Don’t you? 

“Of course.” The voice of the man was 
soothing, conciliatory, but I could detect 
in it no ring of sincerity. A match flick- 
ered and the flame showed me the profile 
of a handsome chap seemingly in his early 
thirties. The match went out and again 
he and his companion became dim figures 
in the dusk. 

“But, Davis—isn’t that what you came 
for tonight—to marry me? You wrote— 
you said 

“Now, listen, Kitten.” Again that suave 
voice. “Of course, we're going to be 
married. Didn’t I say so? But it can’t 
be right now. I’ve got to take that trip 
to New York for Dad. It'll mean some- 
thing big for me.” 


BAS couldn’t I go with you?” 
the appeal in the girl’s voice. 

“Now, Kitten, you know it’s nothing but 
a business trip and you wouldn't enjoy it 
a bit. And we couldn’t be married tonight 

-now could we? You know that. I'll be 
back soon, Kitten—honest I will, and then 
you're going to be my little wife! Kiss 
me, baby. Don’t cry.” 

But only a sob answered him. “You 
won't come back. I feel it—and we've 
got to be married—got to don't you un- 
derstand? Don’t you see? We've just got 
to. Oh, you said you loved me—you did— 
you did—I was so lonely—she hates me 
you said you loved me—and I believed you 

-oh, please—don’t you see? 

My own heart stood still i in sheer horror 
So this was it. This was the cause of 
her tears. My Nanette—my little trusting 
girl—Nanette. How I remained motionless 
I do not know. I wanted to leap out and 
confront him, that sneaking cad who had 
traded on her innocence. Only the numb- 
ing knowledge that she loved him—that I 
had lost what I had thought was mine, 
robbed me of power of movement. I saw 
him tense suddenly, start, and turn swiftly 
toward her. 


“What! 


Again 


You—you're not—you're lying 
to me!” There was a harsh note in his 
voice. I could see he had swung her 
around by the shoulders, forcing her to 
face him. “You're making it up.” 

“No—no—” piteously. “Oh, Davis—I— 
I didn’t know—I didn’t—indeed, I didn't. 
| believed you. You said you—you loved 
me. Davis...” 

“Well, stop crying. Let me think. God 
knows I’m sorry, Nan—honest I am. I—” 
Then with a swift reversion to his former 
conciliating manner. “Don’t you worry, 
Kitten. I'll be back soon and then we'll 
fix everything up. You'll be brave until 
then.” 

Nor could her pleas change him. He 
was the dominating one of the two. He 
bent her will to his. At last she promised 
to wait for him—who had no intention of 
returning. Their voices were like a mo- 
notonous buzz to me. With sickening, ag- 
onizing revulsion came the realization of 
what I must do, Truly my cross was heavier 
than I had ever expected to be called upon 
to bear—but it seemed the only way—the 
only way—and Nanette came first. God 
in Heaven, give me strength to go through 
with it! 

After she had gone like a little wraith, 
slipping by me in the darkness, so close 
[ could have touched her as she passed, 
the man remained for an instant standing 
where she had left him. Again came the 
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If your Jim 
got sick— 


could you “carry on”? 


Train yourself now 
by Spare-Time- 
Work at good pay! 


was coming home from work when it 


happened. The car wasn’t going very 

fast, but when they brought him to me 
his arm hung helpless at his side. It was 
broken in two places. 
“Of course Jim’s salary stopped—but the 
bills didn’t! Our modest savings disappeared 
in no time, and besides the rent and food there 
was a payment coming due on our new piano, 
and a premium on Jim’s life insurance, and— 
oh, so many other things. 


“It Was Up to Me” 

“I just knew it was up to me to ‘carry on’— 
and I did. Some time before, I had taken up 
the IMC plan for making money by spare-time 
work, earning enough for some little luxuries I 
had wanted. Now, with our health and happi 
ness at stake, the IMC plan seemed like a god- 
send. I doubled my efforts and in a little while 
my commissions and bonus checks were coming 
in fast enough to cover the most pressing cur- 
rent expenses of Jim and the babies and myself, 
and we avoided piling up a load of debts that 
would have kept us ‘strapped’ for a year.” 

is the story of one typical wife and mother. 
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Alice Higgie, a 13-year-old Chicago girl, makes 


$75.00 a week in vaudeville. Her musical act is 
constantly in demand for clubs, lodges, hotels, 
radio studios and private entertainments. For 
a 15-minute act she receives $15.00—a dollar a 
minute! Read what she says—"Playing a musi- 

cal instrument is lots of fun. I wish everybody 
knew how easy it is and how quickly you can 
learn, cpenelly with Wurlitzer instruments— 
they are so easy to play.”—Alice Higgie. 


Free Trial— Easy Payments 


You may now have any Wurlitzer instrument 
fora week'sfree trial in your own home. Examine 
the instrument, note the fine workmanship, the 
full, rich tone value and especially how easy it 
is to play. No obligation tobu —no expense for 
the trial. We make thisliberal offer because we 
want you to try for yourself a genuine Wur- 
litzer instrument, the result of 200 years’ experi- 
ence in musical instrument building. 


Easy payments are arranged to suit your con- 
venience. Thisisyour opportunity to try a fam- 
ous Wurlitzer instrument in your own home. 


Boo 


Illustrates and describes onary known 
musical instrument — more than 8000 ar- 
ticles, many of them shows in full 
colors. All genuine Wurlitzer instru- 
ments—buy direct from Warlitzer 
and save money. Special 
offers on complete outfits. 
We also give you our Free 
Trial, Easy Payment 
No obligation. 


Send Coupon 
Today! 


Send this ‘Coupon /@ 


TheRudolph WarlitzerCo., Dent. 1914 


117 E. 4th St. Cincionati 329 S- Wabash Ave., Chicago 
134 Golden Gate Ave., 
120W.42ndSt. NewYork 
Send po Bock on Also 
your Free Trial, Easy Payment Plan. No obligation. 


lsound of a 


j}me. You understand ? 


| little 


striking match, the flickering 
hatt of light illuminating his face, and 
| heard him curse under his breath. When 
he turned to go, he found I barred his 
path. He started, taken by surprise, 
urned aside to pass, but | moved also. 

“Say, who the devil do you think 
ire ” 

You'll find out soon enough,” | retorted 
erimly. “Sit down; | want to talk to you. 

pointed to the fallen tree beside the 
bank. 

Get out of my way,” he responded 
ingrily, “or I'll knock you down!” 

“Try it.” I invited tersely. only too glad 
f an opportunity to get my hands on 
him. 


He struck out viciously 
instant the fight was on. 
bested me, but there was that within me 
that night which would have made defeat 
impossible. Ten minutes later he was 

listen to my terms regarding 
and I told him exactly what he 


you 


and in another 
Twice he nearly 


ready to 
Nanette, 
must do, 

“You will go to her tonight 
said, “and you will tell her you wish to 
marry her at once. You will say you have 
seen Judge Hadley and he has agreed to 
marry you. You will both meet me in half 
an hour. We will procure a license and 
{ will marry you. If you fail in carrying 
out my instructions to the letter I'll kill 
you like the sneaking cur you are—if 
every court in the country should condemn 
You will come! 

The resolve in my face frightened him, 
snivelling coward that he was. 

Even now, after it has been touched by 
the dimness of the years, I cannot recall 
the agony of that half hour without a 
thrust of pain 

Thirty minutes, while I saw all my hopes 
pale into the dullness of despair and the 
sun of my happiness sink and set! Could 
a more cruel thing be demanded of any 
man? I must be the instrument that should 
safeguard her happiness. I must marry 
the woman | loved to an unworthy thing, 
unworthy of her smallest favor, and do 
this with no hint of the awful knowledge 
I possessed, must do this to save her from 
shame and because she loved him. After 
years of waiting | must stand aside, must 
relinquish her without a struggle, without 
a word. The love that rose unbidden to 
my lips at sight of her must die stillborn— 
the only words | might speak were those 
that would commit her to the keeping of 
another. 

It was hard—agonizingly hard. I re- 
membered I had smiled and even laughed a 
over the first marriage service I had 
conducted—little knowing of the ghastly 
ceremony I should some day be called upon 
to perform. Minutes were hours while I 
waited and the days that stretched ahead 
would be weary eternities of pain. 


now—” I 


E WOULD come I knew; fear would 
bring him, and it did. And with him 
came the one I loved. She was pale and her 
great eyes bright as if with fever. I tried 
to smile when I saw her, but my lips were 
stiff and numb. 
“Going to surprise us all, Nan? 
She started nervously. “You vai tell, 
Steve, until tomorrow ?” 


“Not unless you wish it,” I promised 


| her. 


It did not take long to do the necessary 


things. Nan’s hand shook so her signature 
on the license was almost illegible. Old 
Dan Brice, the clerk, whom we _ had 


dragged away from his evening detective 


| magazine to get the license, consented to 


act as one witness, and Matthews, the 
night-watchman of the building, as the 
second. 

It was nearly ten when, a strangely silent 
party, we reached my chambers in the. old 
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court-house. It seemed like a 
light flooding over the worn, 


grayish 
dream—the 
familiar belongings on the big desk, on 


the empty chair where I had dreamed 
those now-broken 

A ring had been forgotten. I pulled off 
a thin gold hand | wore, which was my 
mother’s. Rheumatism had forced her long 


ago to take it off. 


A S ONE in a daze, I took the book and 
began to read the words I had thought 
would bring me more happiness than mere 
mortal has a right to—and which were, 
instead, putting iorever beyond my reach 
the girl | loved. 

Together they faced me, and dimly out- 
lined beside them I saw the stolid faces 
of Brice and Matthews. I heard a strang« 
voice, distances away, reading the solemn 
marriage service. 

On and on droned the voice I could not 
recognize as my own. In the stillness of 
the room a heart-beat was audible. I was 
addressing myself to Davis Garrett. An 
echo seemed to fling back the words taunt 


ingly. love, honor, and cherish her 
... cleaving only unto her... so long 
as you both shall live.’ 


I turned toward Nanette. I dared not 
look at her. 

At last I came to it, “. . . forsaking 
all others . .. so long as you both shall 
live ?” 

There was a sudden throbbing silenc« 
as I waited for her answer. I looked at her 
Her face was ghastly. The blue eyes were 
searching my own, mute appeal, stark fear, 
bewilderment in their depths. She opened 
colorless lips to speak, tried, failed, then 


threw out shaking, piteous hands to me. 
“Steve—I 
How I jetpalned calm I do not know. 
Perhaps one can become satiated with 


suffering to the point where nothing hurts 

And then the rest. My mother’s ring, 
a small, dully gleaming band! 

“With this ring—I, thee wed... . 

It was over. I turned to Nanette. I 
must say the customary things, must 
The hands she put in mine were icy, list- 
less. She raised her head, tried to say 
something—and crumpled against me, a 
dead weight in my arms. 

“Get a doctor,” I ordered tersely, and 
old Dan hastened to the telephone. I! 
placed Nanette on the worn leather couch 
I kept for snatching a few moments’ rest, 
chafed her hands and called her by name 
When some niinutes later I looked around 
for Davis Garrett he was gone—a coward 
run away from life. 

For two weeks Nanette hovered between 


” 


life and death. I had taken her to my 
mother’s home and she was too ill to be 
moved elsewhere. Only to her I told 


the story and her loving mother-heart un- 
derstood. But for her tender care I am 


sure Nanette would have died. 
At last, slowly, gum she began to 
struggle back to health. 


Of the man who was her husband she 
never spoke, nor had she since that mem- 
orable night. 

Once or twice I tried to get back to 
the old footing of happy friendliness, but 
it was a miserable failure. 

Summer days gave way to autumn and 
still Nanette stayed with us. I returned 
early one afternoon to bring some yellow 
crysantheyums that I thought would 
please her. She never seemed to weary 
of them. Slipping quietly into the big 
living-room to surprise her, I suddenly 
saw she was not alone. A man was talking 
with her and with a swift surge of anger 
I saw it was Davis Garrett. My first 
impulse was to do him bodily harm, then 
I remembered—this was Nanette’s hus- 
band, the,man she loved. 
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Satisfaction Guaranteed 
When you buy a diamond from us, you are sure of get- 
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telling how well pleased and satisfied they are. Our terms 
are the easiest, values the best end guarantees the 
strongest. Everything sold on our liberal, free trial, 
money-back guarantee plan. 


Write for Jewelry Catalog 


There are a thousand and one other selections in our 
catalogue. It brings our jewelry store right in your home 
where you can choose from the bargains of diamonds, 
watches and jewelry shown It’s worth sending for. 


STERLING DIAMOND ; & WATCH CO., Inc. 


= (Diamond Importers— Stock—Est. 1879) 
1540 Broadway Dept. pt. 2130 New York 
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I hardly recognized him. His face was 
miserable, haggard. The sullen pride 
was gone. 

“It is true,” he was saying doggedly. 
“It is true. You aren’t my wife, Nan 
I—I wasn’t free when I married you. I 
never told you—I couldn't tell you. I 
was trying to get my freedom when I 
met you, and I thought I'd get it before 
I ran away,” he continued huskily, “like a 
coward. I—I thought—it seemed to me 
that night you were dead—and I had killed 
you! I was afraid—I ran away. But I've 
come back. I'm free now. It’s not too late, 
Nan. I had to come back. I—I love you! 

A strange wonder was growing in her 
eyes, a tremulous smile touched her lips, 
color stole into her cheeks. “I’m not— 
I’m not—married to you?” 

He bowed his head. “It—it wasn't 
legal. I already had a wife then. But 
now—now I’m free. Oh, Nan, can you 
forgive me and let’s start over? I want 
you. so! I love you! Nan, it’s not too 

But she shook her head. 

“No, Davis. It is too late. You didn’t 
love me when I needed you. I knew you 
didn’t love me—I felt it. Don’t think me 
—unkind, because I’m glad—glad that I 
am free. I—oh, I could never marry you 
now. 

“You must,” he cried, seizing both her 
hands in his. “Don’t you see I love you, 
Nan—I love you!” 


Do You Realize 
Your Earning Power 
in Spare Time at Home? 


Mrs. W. L. Heald of Missouri is but 
one of hundreds of men and women who 
have found the way to turn spare time at 
home into real money with the wonder- 
ful Steber High Speed Family Knitter. 
She is enthusiastic and writes “My con- 
victions are that it affords a dignified 
means for any housewife to add her bit 
to the family budget.” 

Not only has her small investment of 
$65.00 given her a practical family knitting 
machine together with a written con- 
tract assuring a five year market for 
every pair of standard socks she send¢ 
us, as well as free replacement yarn, but 
she has a machine upon which it is pos- 
sible to knit many useful and saleable 
articles, such as women's and children's 
stockings, baby clothes and _ booties, 
men's socks, golf and sport hose, 
scarves, etc. 

With two hands, eyesight, ns 
common intelligence, good too should 


able to make a Steber Knitter bring am E 


HE made no motion of withdrawal. It 

was her very passivity that brought to | 
_ realization of the hopelessness of it 
all. 

“You love someone else,” he accused. 

She made no attempt at denial. “Yes,” 
she admitted simply, “I have always loved 
—someone else, though I didn’t realize it 
fully until that night. But I never thought | 
he might love me. And,” she paused for | 
an instant, “I can never marry him. You | 
see-—he—he believes in me—and I—I 
would rather die than destroy his trust. | 
He has been so good, so kind—but if he 
knew—” She stopped, then her words | 
came quick and passionate. “I shouid hate 
vou, hate you—men like you. You came to 
me and made me think you loved me— | 
at a time when I was alone and needed | 
someone to love me most. And you 
tricked me—fooled me—you have put me 
beyond the pale. You—oh, please, please 
go away—please leave me in peace. That 
is all you can do now.” Her voice broke. 

“T'll ga,” he said miserably. “You're 
right, Nan. I guess I’m just no good. 
But-—-you’re wrong about the Judge.” Her 
head came up with a frightened swing, 
her eyes were fixed upon him. He went 
on. “He knows all about it. It—it was 
he—who—who made me marry you that | 
night !” | 

“What are you saying?” 

“He heard us down by the stream in the WRINKLES GONE! 
orchard. He threatened to kill me if I 
didn’t marry you—and I was too yellow 


: In 3 Days! With New 
to tell him the truth. I guess he’d pretty 


near kill me now if he knew I'd told you German Method ! 
—but I don’t think I’m even worth killing. | On Any Part of Face, Neck or Body 
Hes decent, Nan—and he loves you. So 
, READ FREE OFFER BELOW: Here is 
do om -but I've lost my chance. I'm sorry the most astonishing, yet simple discovery 
I've made such a mess of things. Could— | in the history of besuty culture for women 
. .. ’ ales and men, young and old, who wish to get 
could you forgive me, Nan? I'll never | rd of dishguring facial blemishes and have 
bother you again. a new soft, smooth skin and beautiful com- 
plexion. It is different from anything you 
_ forgive you—but please will you go | have ever tried or heard of. Harmless, 
easy, and quick! All explained in a new 
now’ 
He stumbled from the room, a man 
who had jested with Life once too often. 
So low I could hardly catch the words, 
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a good return on the small investment 
required. 
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THAT RUPTURE CAN BE 
CURED under scientifically correct 
treatment is proved by the voluntary 
testimonials of hundreds of thous 
ands of men, women and children 
who have found permanent relief 
and lasting cure in the soothing bene- 
fits following the wearing of a 


BROOKS APPLIANCE 


Play hard, work hard and sleep well! 
though ruptured! Your Brooks Appliance, 
weighing only a few ounces, cannot be de- 
tected through the clothing. It firmly but 
gently retains the damaged muscular walls 
and thus helps Nature to proceed with the 
process of repair and cure. Instead of the 
steel and leather of the ordinary truss, soft, 
pliable bands hold the velvet-like air-cushion 
in place, exerting a constant, even pressure, 
just as if it were the palm of your hand. 

In our thirty-five years of service nearly a 
million sufferers have accepted our offer of 
sending a Brooks Appliance on trial to prove 
it relieves at once, stays in place permanently 
and assists Nature to heal. A steel and con- 
crete vault in Marshall, Michigan, houses 
the unsolicited letters of the multitude who 
were cured—many of them from men who 
had been rejected for army or navy service 
before a Brooks Appliance made them fit. 
When you send in the coupon, you will 
receive first hand evidence of cures—cover- 
ing the span of life from early dawn to night. 


Sent On Trial for Proof 


Our Appliance is sent on trial to prove | 
You are sole judge. | 


what we say is true. 


Now fill out and send the coupon—for your- 


self, a relative or a friend. 


FREE INFORMATION COUPON 


BROOKS APPLIANCE Co., 


164B, State St., Marshall, Michigan 
Mail in plain sealed envelope, Ilustrated 
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I trusted him, anyway. 
worked as hard as | 
condition. The grub 
and | had to make 


showed him that 

From then on he 
idid to get back in 
| ran out after a month, 
| another trip for provisions. I didn’t dare 
ito leave the kid alone there, and | hated 
to take him with me into the bright lights. 
with that dope habit just barely licked, and 
still showing fight. Then there was Mexi- 
can Joe. I put it up to him. 

“T'll go,” he said. “I've never figured 
anything was licked that you had to keep 
running away from.” 


WE PACKED into Ensejiada, five days | 
of it. There we learned that Mexican 
Joe had got his. They caught him red- 
handed and he got croaked in the fight that 
followed. That simplified matters. The kid | 
made a game fight on the dope, but he} 
didn’t last. Somewhere between the time 
| I'd bought the grub and when I got the 
a up and ready for the packs, the 
kid lit out. There was an automobile stage 
that had left for Mexicali, and I learned 
the kid had taken the stage. I got another 
car and followed, leaving the burros with 
ome friends. | 
All the time I was bumping over those 
| abominable: roads I was cussing myself for 
not thinking of it before. There was a 
woman in the case, and I'd never even 
suspected it. He could have got dope in 
Ensenada. She wasn’t the sort of a wo 
man he was proud of, or he'd have told 
me about her; but he sure was wrapped 
up in her or he wouldn't have given me | 
the slip that way. 
I found the kid two hours after I got | 
into Mexicali. Also, I found the girl. She | 
was an entertainer in one of the dance halls | 
Sidney hung his head when I caught | 


‘When a Man’s Alone’ 
| 


him. I called him outside. 

“Listen, kid,” I told him, 
head. There’s nothing to be 
about in falling for a skirt. I’ve been 
young once, and L still fall for them.” | 

“It isn’t that 'alone—I come from a good | 
family, and 

“All right.’ Maybe she comes from a 
good family, too. You're both a hell of a 
long ways from home.” 

“That isn’t what I was 
said, steady-like, and then I knew he'd 
been hitting the dope again. “What I! 
meant was that I'd come from a_ good 
family, and I can’t stop half-way. Ether | 
I've got to go all the way back, or else 
there’s no use starting. .When'I got back | 
here—well, things didn’t seem any use. It’s 
too far to travel back to where I'd have 
to go—Pete, I’ve been hitting the dope.” 

I didn’t understand all of the speech, 
tut I sure understood the last part of it. 
I was opening my mouth to speak wher 
there came an avalanche of red draperies, 
and a redheaded thunderbolt drew up in 
front of me and began to give me hell 

She figured I was trying to shame Sid- 
|ney into leaving her alone, and she sure 
| hawled me out high, wide and handsome. 
I waited until she’d got most of it out 
|of her system and was coming up for air. 


“pick up your 
ashamed 


meaning,” he | 


“All right, sister, now forget it. As 
| far as you're concerned, you're jake a 
| million with me. What's eating me is that 
| this sweetie of yours has fallen for the 
|} dope again. I'd thought I had him cured.” 
| “Cured!” 
| The way she said it I knew that she 


didn't know a thing about where the kid 
had been or what he'd been doing. 

“All right,” I said. “I ain't much on 
making speeches but I’m making one now. 
The point is, do you like this kid, or is he 
a reg'lar customer ?” 


With that I drew out a bag of dust. 
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buy all of 
the materials for a complete 


home direct from the manu- 
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mill today for FREE Money-Saving Catalog No. 1599 
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“If you’re on the make and it’s a ques- 
tion of getting the dough, I'll give you 
a fair proposition for a complete release.” 

As soon as I spoke I knew it was a 
false lead. Whatever her game was, it 
wasn't dough. 

“All right, sister, all right. Forget it. 
Now, here’s the other angle. I can lick 
this dope habit with the kid’s help, because 
we did it once. We're headed back into 
the desert, and if you really care for 
kim you'll help me head him on back.” 

“Where to?” she asked. 

I to!’ her the whole layout. The kid 
s‘o0d to one side, thoroughly ashamed of 
himself. She turned up her big, gray 
eyes and drank it in. 

“And—and you're not ashamed of me 
bécause—because I’m what I am?” 

She motioned a hand back toward the 
dance hall where the blare of discordant 
music was screeching forth into the night. 

“Ma'am, you're one of my sort. Maybe 
we've seen the seamy side of things a bit, 
but, as far as my standards are concerned, 
the only question is whether or not you're 
on the square with your friends.” 

“All right, then. I'm coming, too.” 

“You're what?” 


“I’M COMING, too,” she said. “Sidney 

can't make it without me We've got to 
keep him away from the towns until he’s 
got it all out-of his system, and we can’t 
do it as long as I’m in Mexicali.” 

I looked at Sidney. He had perked up 
his head a bit and his eyes were shining. 

“Get your things, sister,” I told her. 

“I’ve got them,” she said. 

“We'll have to drive back to Ensefiada to 
get the burros,” I told her, as I led her 
over to the machine. 

The next day I got a chance to talk 
with her alone while Sidney was riding 
on ahead. 

“I've got an idea that Sidney’s family 
is pretty much upper crust,” I told her. 

She nodded her head. 

“Suppose he gets cured,” I kept. on 
boring in, “he'll go on back to his folks— 
in the upper crust—way up.” 

She nodded her head again. This time 
there was a tear running down one cheek. 

“And that'll leave you here on the desert 
—in Mexicali. He wouldn't take you 
with him, you know. He couldn’t. After 
all, the only thing that holds him to you 
is the dope.” 

It was cruel and I shouldn't have done 
it; but I had to know. 

“Do you think I didn’t know that, you 
great, big, ignorant beast, you! A woman 
knows those things without having to think 
of them. I tell you, I love him—love him 
so much that I'm going to help make a 
man of him again, even to lose him. Now, 
damn you, you've had your little say, and 
if you so much as open your mouth about 
it again I'll tear every damned hair out of 
your head, you old buzzard!” 

“Wait a minute,” I told her. “I just 
had to know where you stood. Figure it 
wut for a minute and you'll see my posi- 
tion. I’m working for the kid.” 

She thought for a minute. 

“You win,” she said, and then she swept 
her sleeve over her eyes. 

That was the beginning of her fight to 
make a man out of the fellow she loved. 
She knew that she was going to lose him 
if she beat the dope, but how she fought! 

About the time he was commencing to 
get control of himself again, there was 
a stranger came up to the shack. He was 
all in, and a tenderfoot proper. 

He gave his name as “Garver”, and 
made himself right at home for a couple 
of days*while he was “getting his wind”. 
Out therein the desert we don’t ever ask 


loffer youachance 


Week/ 


Simply by handling my 
business inyour locality 


NEED 250 men and women. I 

need them right now. I need them 

in every locality in the United 
States. If you are interested in a high- 
grade, clean-cut proposition that offers you an 
excellent opportunity to earn $100 a week, I 
am ready to make you that kind of a proposi- 
tion. I don’t carc what your age, experience or 
schooling has been. I-need men and women 
who are ambitious and energetic. -That’s all. 
If you are that type, here is an unusually good 
money-making opportunity for you. 
I will give you the same opportunity that 
enabled Christopher Vaughn to make $/25 in a 
single week; the same offer that caused Frank M. 
Brown to increase his earnings from $25 a 
week to $27 in an eight-hour day; the same offer 
that brought John Scotti $97 in his second 
week; and that enabled Mrs. K. R. Roof to 
earn $50 a week in her spare time and $15 in one 
afternoon. Yes, you today can have a chance 
to make profits like these. The opportunity is 
waiting for you. If you want it, write to me 
at once. 


Here Are The Facts 


I am the President of a Company that has re- 
sources of more than a million dollars and that 
has back of it nineteen years of successful ex- 
perience. We are the originators and manu- 
facturers of the famous, nationally advertised 
ZANOL Quality-First Products. We make a 
complete line of over 350 guaranteed Pure 
Food Products, Toilet Preparations, Soaps, 
Perfumes, Laundry and Household Necessities. 
You doubtless have heard of ZANOL Products 
before. You probably have seen them adver- 
tised in The Saturday Evening Post, The 
Ladies’ Home Journal, Woman’s Home Com- 
panion, McCall’s and other leading publica- 
tions. 

Maybe you already know that The American 
Products Company is one of the largest com- 
panies of its kind in the country. We have 
hundreds of thousands of customers located in 
every city, county and community in the 
United States. Our regular customers bought 
more than ten million ZANOL Products last 
year. The demand for our products is firmly 
established in every section. 


How You Can Earn 
$100 A Week 


In every community we appoint a reliable man 
or woman to take care of our business. The 


Automobile 


In addition to cash profits of $10 to $20 a 
day, my proposition offers you a new auto- 
mobile as a bonus. The car is given to you 
without any restrictions and becomes your 
personal, permanent property. Mail the 
coupon for details of this generous offer. 
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duties are simple, 

pleasant and dig- 

nified, yet the earn- 

ing possibilities are 

exceptionally great. 

Owing to the rapid 

growth of our busi- 

ness, we now find 

it necessary to 

appoint 250 more 

ZANOL Represen- 

tatives in all parts of the country. If you 
act promptly you can become one of these 
Representatives. I will assign you an exclusive 
territory and give you a generous profit on all 
the business that comes from your territory. 


This year ZANOL Representatives will make 
more than two million dollars and you will have 
an opportunity to get your share of these 
tremendous profits. 


No Experience Required 


This is a straightforward, honest, clean-cut 
business proposition. It is your opportunity 
to make $10 to $20 a day in a high-grade, 
honorable business to which you can devote as 
much or as little time as you see fit. You will be 
your own “boss” in the fullest sense of the 
word, and you will not be obliged to split your 
profits with anyone. 


Many of the ZANOL Representatives who 
have made the greatest successes have come to 
us without previous experience. We furnish you 
with complete equipment for doing business. 
We tell you in detail exactly what todo. We 
help you in every possible way. Everything is so 
clear and simple that within one week you can 
be making big money. 


Write At Once 


Just send me your name and I will tell you how 
to get started. I will give you all the details. 
I will show you how you can make $100 a 
week, or from $5 to $8 a day in your spare time. 
It costs you nothing to investigate, so write 
immediately. Don’t wait until someone else 
gets in ahead of you. Don’t delay until it is too 
late. Mail the coupon TODAY. 

THE AMER 


President and General Manager 
Dept. 5179, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Mail This NOW 


} Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co., ‘ 
1 Dept. 5179, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

81 want to know how I can earn $100 a week as the 
§ ZANOL Representative in my locality. Send me 
all the facts about your money-making proposition. 1 
without cost or obligation. 


Name 


Address 


(Please Print or Write Plainly) 


P. 
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$50 a week; my Graduates Getting 
$90, $100 and MORE Drafting! 


Drafting is the BIG field, men! Every industry you 
can name BEGINS with the draftsman. Without mech- 
anical drawings—by the thousands—every shop in the 
land would be STOPPED. I'll teach you drafting by 
mail, in record time! 


PAY AS YOU GO 
cuse that you have no 
ready money for this golden opportunity. I am not so in- 
terested in cash; | want your application. 1 want at least 
200 men to start right now. I want them y to recom- 
mend by Fall! We will get a flood of letters saying “‘send 
ps coattansen, ” from every sort of industrial and engineer- 
EE and we must make good. In fact, it is the 
SERIOUS SHORTAGE of draftemen that brings this offer: 
I will furnish all instruments, supplies, even fo the table, 
to those who start now! 


GOOD POSITIONS scones yon 


are enrolled in a Dobe class! We receive requests daily for 
nior men—for men only partly through our course. ell 
ke a beginner,”’ some concerns write us, “so long as he is 
a Dobe trained man and has be rig ht!’”? The smallest 
town has lots of drafting jobs! cities are clamoring for 
draftemen. At home, or any spot i 
offers every opportunity. Twenty 
Florida last year ; three are in Japan; one wrote me from 
Ceylon, But a career awaits you right at home, if you’!l! just 
learn the simple, interesting principles of draftsmanship ! 


IT’S EASY AND interesting to learn draf! ting. 
You need no talent for Growing ; it it 

all done by rules, and with tools. One of my students is 4 

ears old ; another is just seventeen, Bat they'll all be mak- 

ing a grown-u salary next season! I guarantee to make 

anyone a finished draftsman who can see the opportunity 

and clip this coupon for my new, beautiful illustrated book : 


CHIEF DRAFTSMAN DOBE 

1951 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago Div. 29.64 | 
Send me FREE and ROSEP ASD. in time for 
FREE TOOL OFFER, your new book, Suc- 
cessful Draftsmanship, and material on your 
home course, terms, etc. 


Age... 
Monogram Stationery 
Fine social stationery made 
in one of the best mills in 50c 
America. Hand-deckled 
edge, raised silver mono- B 
gram from hand-cut dies. 
24 sheets, 24 envelopes to ‘ostpd. 
box. Money refunded if not pleased 
Colors—W hite, Fawn Grey, ORCHID. 
Two-box orde: 


D, Upper Darby 
Pennsylvania 


A. & O. A. Ehmling, P 


Ne Bottle to 


la man his business, and he can stay as 
long as he wants. Just the same a gentle- 
man'll volunteer a little something about 
himself and move on before he’s dented 
the grub much. This man did neither. 
He was tall and thin, and his skin was 
sort of mummified, but he had a pair of 
eyes that glittered right through you. He 
was riding a horse that had cost somebody 


| some money, and he had his clothes done | 
up in a sheet on the back of the saddle. | 
He didn’t have any blankets and he wasn’t | 


a good enough rider to have come through 
in a day. Someone had guided him to 
within a few miles of the shack and then 
turned him loose. 

The girl didn’t like him and showed it. 
I kept my feelings to myself and did him 
the honors of the desert. 

The fourth day he faded and I heaved 
a sigh of relief until I noticed that he'd 
left his clothes all done up in the sheet 
and stuck under his bunk. I didn’t like 


| that. 


| After thinking things over I saddled 


up and started on his tracks, and I had 
my six-gun with me. 

Four miles out of Mexicali 
horseman jogging back, and something 
about the way he bounced about in the 
saddle made me limber up the holster of 
my six-gun. 

It was Garver. 

I rode up alongside. He pretended a lot 
of pleasure which was false, and a sur- 
prise which wasn’t. 

I jerked out the six-gun and started 
ruffling up his shirt front with the front 
sight. 

“All right, 
come clean.” 

He was an attorney from New York. 
Old man Gleason had employed him to 
find Sidney, and he’d trailed the kid over 
half of the United States, but he’d struck 


I met a 


Garver, come across 


a hot trail when he came to Mexicali. 
With unlimited money he’d managed to 


corral all the information he needed. He'd | 


come on in to send a wire to Old Man 
Gleason. 

He had a reply, but he kept it to him- 
self. Threatening to blow daylight through 
his stomach didn’t scare him badly enough 
to make him kick through with that wire. 
Knowing him as I did, I could figure what 
was in that telegram. He was trying to 
graft a few thousand. 


MADE him kick through with all the 

dope on the Old Man, though. He was 
a big gun in railroad circles, in the finan- 
cial end. I started on into Mexicali. He 
called me back. 

“Of course, on behalf of my client, I 
realize that young Sidney is in rather a 
doubtful position, one which will require 
some delicate handling, and, as I said, on 
behalf of my client, I am in a position to 
make you a ‘substantial cash offer for your 
cooperation in forgetting all about the 
past few weeks. You understand what I 
mean by the word ‘forgetting’ ?” 

I was so sore I cut his horse over the 
rump with my rope. The lawyer spilled 
himself out “into the sand with the first 
jump. I figured he'd be busy for an hour 
or so chasing the horse, so I rode on in. 

I went across the line into Calexico, 


and from there I put in a-telephone call 
for old man Gleason in New York. 

I got Gleason in less than two hours. 
A secretary tried to head me off, but I 
explained what I wanted to central, and 
told her what I'd pay for and what [ 
wouldn't, and finally the Old Man himself 
came on the line. 

“I want you to take the next train out 
here. I'll meet you in Calexico, 
leave tonight?” 
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Jo introduce Fleurde Nuit” 


FREE 


This imported Dresser 
Bottle, crystal clear 
and sapphire blue 
(Actual size illustrated) 


FILLED with Fleur de Nuit 

Perfume, the new, fashion- 
able odor — exotic, charming, 
distinctive. 

Bottle is of crystal clear glass 
with vertical stripes of sapphire 
blue; gold-finished 

lass stepper and special 
regular price $1.00, 

Send us this advt. 
with name and address plainly 
written, and 25 cents (silver or 
stamps) to cover packing ,post- 
age, etc., and we will send 
promptly, prepaid, with safe 
delivery guaranteed. (Outside 
U.S.A ald 10 Cents extra.) 
Only One to a person 
at the above specia li ntroduc- 
tory price. Additiona lordersto 
same person $1.00 each post- 
paid. Complete satisfaction 
anteed or money refunded 
in full, Order now. 

BABBITT, Inc., Perfumers 
= DEPT. 216 
4049 Market Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


\ 


| ACTUAL SIZE 


. RING WATCH 
F Sod Ring 


- set with 14 
liant Reproduction Dis- 
ich engraved Platingm ef- 
fect Blue synthetic Sapphire Crown 
Jewel. Secret mirror and rouge 


compact 

ble Watch Ring given FREE for sell- 

ing only 12 large bottles of our Liquid 

Perfume at bottle. Write today. 
COLUMBIA NOVELTY Co,, 

nN Dept. T-21 East Boston, 


SENSATIONAL SALE 
HIGHEST QUALITY 
Linens, Percales, Ginghams, 
Voiles, Chambrays, Scrim 
— Direct the mills to you at 


very gjese 3 yards or 

more. Best value of the season. b 

Sen o Mone ny 

ar mooey will be AS 


QUALITY SALES CO.,Dept 03, 


MUSIC LESSONS FREE 


You can read music like this os 

how to learn to play Plane, Violin, 
ay 

Guitar, Banjo, etc advanced 


AMERICAN SCHOOL ot MUSIC, <3 Lakeside Bde, CHICAGO 


Men and Women: Here's a 
chance for certain success. New 
plan offers you a big, double op- 
\ 1000 wonderful gifts as service 
\| Simply introduce and take orders for famous 
\\ World's Star Hosiery, Klean-Knit Underwear, 
\g Silk Lingerie, etc. sold ‘‘direct mill.” 
Work all or spare time, earn valuable gifts and 


! 
| 
New { big money day in and day out, year round. 
Credit Plan You need no capital to 
do business. We ship you 
New Credit and trust you. Profits begin at once. 
No experience needed. Write quick on how 
to FR e. (Established 30 


t 


in 


| 
Money- Making ~ 
(=> 
L~ 
| 
Ly 
truments of Extra P 
Charge! / 
| 
| 
pRemnanis }.- 
a 
| 
quality material Brand new. clean 
Sheik Lue 
New Imported Perfume Sensation 
For Both d : \ | Gi 
Sexes \\ 
\ cif ts 
| Da 
FREE] x | gq 
with ia A | ni 
Rent! LURE PARFUMERIE, 1010 Hearst Bidg., Chicago | the 
Van | ro 
Spe 
kn 


Dresser 
clear 


e blue 


strated) 


de Nuit 
w, fashion- 


, charming, 


I clear glass 
of sapphire 
ap; ground- 
wice $1.00, 
advt. 
ress plainly 
ts (silver or 
king ,post- 
will send 
with safe 
i. (Outside 
s extra ) 
person 
li mtroduc- 
a lordersto 
each post- 
satisfaction 
ey refunded 
, Perfumers 
216 
Street 
ia, Pa. 


clean 
} yards or 
sson. Each 


orice 

ee ‘ay post- 
tae 

fearborn St. 


cayo, Ill. 


“Who are you?” he asked. 

“I’m the only friend your son's zot 
anywhere’s around this end of the line,” 
I came back. “My name’s Pete Rodney.” 

“Do you know my attorney, Mr. Gar- 
ver?” he asked. 

I answered in three words: 
book.” 

“I'll leave tonight,” said the voice in 
the receiver, and there was a snap to it 
that I liked. “Meet me at Calexico. Reg- 
ister at one of the hotels, the best, and 
wait for me.” 

“I'll be there,” I said. 

“And reverse charges on this call,” he 
added as he hung up. 

I liked that bird from then on. 

Old Man Gleason showed up on sched- 
ule. I wasn’t at the hotel. I met. the 
train. Right away I spotted him. 

“Gleason?” I asked. 

“Rodney?” he inquired. 

I nodded. 


“Like a 


E BOTH looked at each other for a 
minute, and then his eyes softened. 
His hand came out. 

“Glad to know you. 
do we talk?” 

“We don't talk. I can’t tell it—not 
here, anyway. Maybe I could tell some- 
thing of it around a camp fire, but I’m 
not a talker, and this is something I can’t 
spoil by trying to tell it.” 

He looked right through me, then nodded 
again. 

“When do we start?” 

“Right away. I’ve got some horses.” 

“T can ride,” he said. 

He was right. He sat the horse like he 
was made for it. He had on riding clothes 
when he climbed off the train, none of those 
tailor-made dude outfits, but some regular 
he-man clothes. We rode all afternoon 
and didn’t say a word. That night we 
were within ten miles of the cabin when 
it got dark, but I commenced to feel as 
though I could talk. I stopped, unsaddled 
and built a little fire and fried up some 
bacon and boiled a little coffee. 

He sat down on the sand and dug into 
the grub as though it hit the spot. The 
stars burned down steadily and the silence 
commenced to creep around us like a 
blanket. 

“It's a woman,” I said after a while. 

He didn’t say a thing. 

“A woman and dope,” I went on. “She 
loves him, loves him enough to give up 
everything, and she don’t know who he 
is. 

“How do you know she loves him?” 

“She's trying to make him give up dope 
—and she knows that his folks are way 
up, and she’s a dance hall girl.” 

“IT don’t see what that proves.” 

“The hell you don’t! Think it over. I 
didn’t at first, but I’m not educated. Figure 
you're in her place. The man you love 
is a dope fiend. That’s keeping him away 
from his family. You're a dance hall girl 

are you going to try and cure him?” 

He sat silent for a long while, looking 
inthe coals, then he got up. 

“How far is it?” 

“About ten miles,” I told him, and then 
started after the horses. 

There were lights in the cabin as we 
came up. The sand muffled the horses’ 
feet, and we shuffled up without a sound. 
In front of the door was another horse, 
the reins hanging over his head. I felt 
his flanks. They were still wet. Within 
there was the sound of a man’s voice 
rolling out as though he were making a 
speech. I opened the door a bit, not 
knowing what was inside. Old Man 


When and where 
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The Vivid Allure of Colorful Youth 


“aes in charming audacity from 
auty’s warm cheek! 

PERT ROUGE is 
the new compact 
expressly originated 
to reflect the fresh 
vitality of radiant 
youth, Its hand- 
made texture is so satin-fine, that its 
ardent tints shade subtly into your 
own complexion. The color lasts much 
longer, if applied directly to 
the = A little more 
rouge, after powdering, adds 
to ie flush. 


There are shades for every complexion, 
day or evening wear, in dainty metal 
case, 50¢. 


Pert 


For permanent radiance, use Pert 


Rouge in cream = 


form as a base 
for the compact. 

In shades to blend with the compact, 
75¢. Pertindelible Lipstick to match, 75¢ 


Mail the coupon today for a gener- 
ous sample of Pert Com- 
pact Rouge or Pert 
Cream Rouge. Samples 
ate 12c¢ each, 


ROSS COMPANY 
249-D West 17th Street New York 


ROSS COMPANY, 249-D W. 17th St., N. Y. 
Enclosed find 12c for a generous sample of (check 
one,)[] Compact Pert Cream Rouge. 


Please Print 


skin can 

quickly cleared 

of Pimples, Black- 

heads, Acne Eruptions on 

the face or body, Barbers Itch 

and Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily 

or Shiny Skin. CLEAR-TONE has 

been Tried, Tested and Proven its merits 
in over 100,000 test cases. 


WRITE TODAY for my Free 
Booklet—“‘A CLEAR-TONE 
Skin” —telling how I cured 
myself after being afflicted for fifteen years. 
E. S. GIVENS 174 Chemical Bldg. Kansas City, Mo. 


BIG AWARDS 
Solve This Puzzle 


LMNKICYE 


The above letters when properly arranged form the 
name of a late President. Mail in the correct solution 
at once and you will be awarded a beautiful building 
lot, size 20 x 100 feet, FREE and clear of all 
encumbrances in a superb development in New Jersey 
between New York and Atlantic City. 


We will pay 


$1000.00 


to any person sending in the correct answer to the 
above puzzle who can verify they have not been 
awarded a lot. FREE and clear of all encumbrances 
for the correct solution. 

Solve puzzle and mail today with your name and 
address. This offer expires June 1, 1926. Act Now! 


BEACHWOOD PARK co., INC. 


299 — Dept. 24 New York 


Gleason, Was, stantfing at my elbow. 


Many U. S. Jobs Obtainable. 


WANTED 


U.S. RAILWAY 


POSTAL 
CLERKS 


7 Frenklin Institute, Dept. N-326, Rochester,N.Y. 


Kindly rush to me entirely free of charge [ 1) a full 
tion the position checked below 


$1140 to $3300 aYear 


Short Hours Rapid Advancement Pleasant Work — aitway Postal, Clerk - «= ($2900. 35 ) 
Per Empl t Long Vacation With Mal Carrier, - > i799 

| MEN—WOMEN, 18 UP | Washington, 
Mail Coupon Now. Act At Once. 
— 
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10000¢%/ar 
DRAWING 


Edwin MeTeer (address on request) started the Federal 
Course in Commercial Designing when 30 years of age. 
The contrast between the striking story illustration above 
and the crude pen sketch of the little girl, gives some idea 
of his improvement Read what he says 5 years after 
enrolling 


5 Years of Splendid Progress 


“I was not very talented when I entered this training with 
you people as you certainly know, and I had not even had 
high school training and I know any one with a love for 
the work can accomplish even more than I If they will 
just let you people, the Federal Schools, help them 

“I suppose you remember I opened my own independent 
commercial art studio and to make a long story short, my 
earnings for the last year (1924) were a little over the 
amount of $7500.00 At the rate I am going this year 
(1925) my earnings will exceed $10,000.00 

“IT am very proud of the association and business relations 
among the merchants and business people for whom I have 
done work. I am sure there could be no finer feeling and 
credit given anyone than to the Federal Schools for the 
wonderful acquaintance and valuable position in a busi- 
ness way that the Federal people have practically placed 
me in.” 


Sincerely yours, 
EDWIN McTEER 


Send for ‘“YOUR FUTURE”’ 


and learn of the amazing progress that can be made with 
the right training of your art ability for practical results 
The famous Federal Home Study Method gives you 
individual criticiam of your 
work Send 6c in stamps for this 
book, and write your name, address, 
age and occupat'on in margin of this ad 


personal 


of Commercial Designing 


1665 Federal School’s Bldg., Minneapolis, Minn. 


bines a hot water bottle, 2 [ 

an ice bag and a fountain 

money in spare time or full time. Michael Ree 
made $43 the very first day “30 orders a day is a | 
to wide-awake agents Write today for 

tional money-making plan 


Y marvelous new low- 

priced invention com- 
syringe—all in one. Vital 
necessity in every home! My agents make 
cinch,” writes T. B. Gilmore. “Make fine living 
with it,” writes Mrs. Kennedy. Big commissions | 

Lobl Co. 

Dept. 124 Middleboro 


| keep him straight.” 


Garver, the lawyer, had the floor. There 
was just himself and the girl in the cabin. 

“It has taken me all this time to get 
a word with you alone,” he boomed like 
he was making a speech to a jury. “Sid- 
ney Gleason must leave. The time has 
come when society reclaims its own. 

“IT feel that I am not violating any 
confidence in telling you that young Mr. 
Gleason comes of a very prominent fam- 
ily. On behalf of my client, who shall 
be nameless, I must return Mr. Gleason 
er—family. Have I your co-opera- 
tion or not?” | 

“T have felt it 
Yes, he can go now. 


to his- 


since I first saw you. | 
He is cured.” 


HE lawyer nodded. “That is fine. I 
have here a draft for ten thousand dol- 
lars. It will assist you to—er—forget 

That was as far as he got. 

“You cad, you dirty cad! I’ve been a 
dance hall girl, yes, but I've been square. 
I've been straight and I’ve barely made 
enough to get my meals and clothes, and 
I've been insulted by every rounder south 
of the Canadian border. You and your 
‘forgetting’! Bah! I'll give you some- 
thing to forget, you damned shyster. I'm 
Sidney Gleason’s wife! We were mar- 
ried in Mexicali before I knew anything 
about his family, and when I was damned 
because I was a dance hall girl, and he 
was damned because of his dope—outcasts 
of society thrown together and married 
under the Mexican law. I thought he 
couldn’t stop the dope—and those weeks 
that followed were the happiest of my 
life. 

“Then Pete Rodney took him away and 
nearly cured him. When Sidney came 
back to me, Rodney followed and _ told 
me Sidney had been almost cured. That 
was the night I knew my happiness was 
doomed. I lied to him about the marriage 
—told him it was irregular and simply a 
joke I played on him. I've worked and 
slaved and broken my heart for the mo- 
ment when I could give him back to his 
family, when I could give my man back 
to the world that belongs to him, and blast 
my soul doing it—and they have to send 
a damned buzzard-necked shyster out 
after him that offers me money z 

There was a motion beside me, some- 
body crowding me against the door. Old 


Man Gleason’s shoulder pushed me against | 
the door until he nearly broke me in two, 
and then he advanced to that redheaded | 
fury with his arms open. 
“Daughter!” he said. 
She looked at him sort of dazed-like. 
“Who are you?” 
“I'm Sidney's father, 
meet my new daughter.” 


HE pushed 
savvy,” she 
dance hall girl 
He swept her to him. 


and I want to | 


“You don’t | 


him 
a 


said 


away. 
listlessly. 


“You're just the | 


| girl I've always wanted Sidney to marry; | 
you're going to stay with us, 


Sidney and | 
girl, can’t you see that Sidney 
live withéut you, and I wouldn't 
he could. It'll take you to 


me. God, 
can't 
want him if 


Once more I v_ s crowded to the wall 
and Sidney broke into the room. 

“FATHER!” 

I stole a look at the lawyer. He was| 
running his Adam’s apple up and down 
his throat, and getting ready to say some- 


thing. 

“Get out! Vamoose! You're finished,” 
I told him, “and that’s why your horse is 
| starting to Mexicali tonight, with you on 
| him, and I'm going to be hanging on to 
the lead rape just.to, make sure you don’t | 
get lost in the dark.” 


GALACTTE 
PUNCTUREPROOF 


E minute 


ae hammered full of nails, leak no 
air. This startling new invention 
banishes tire trouble forever. Repe' 
punctures without taking the tire 
or the rim. Actually makes any tire 
muncture-proof for life. Sealsinstantly 
all punctures, slow leaks and 
places, often increases tire m 
from 10,000 to 12,000 miles + pre- 
serving rubber and keeping tires prop- 
erly inflated. Positive m: 
guarantee means GALAC: must 
make g —or we will. 
AGENTS $10, 000 a Year 
IMME DIATE.Tremendous 
ing this revolutionary invention to —_. 
‘owners, Garages,Service Stations,ete. Earn 


I Can Teach 
You To Dance 
Like This 


— Sergei Marinoff 
My wonderful new method makes 


Classic easy and fascinat- 

p41 ing to learn at home. Simple charts 

Dan- and photographs illustrate each 

tie: lesson; clear, simple text and 

light’’ pho: the es- 
senti. 


Complete ‘Outfit GIVEN 


With your lessons, I send everything to 
oe mn lete dancing studio in your own hb 
is, practice costume. slippers, and — ber. 


Send at for full information 
WR unique home instruction 4 
obligation Write today! ne 
SERGE! MARINOFF OF ery? DANCI 
___ 3924 Sunnyside Ave Studio Chicago, 


Short-Story Writing 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
= earned over $5000 in spare time. 
indreds are selling constantly tolead- 
ing publishers. 
Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lessen course in writing and marketing of 
the Short-Story and sample co; of 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. 


The Home Correspondence School 
Or. ESENWEIN Dept. 47 Springfield, Mass. 


an Hour 


For Your Spare Time 


Extra money -- easy and sure -- that’s 
what my spare time proposition offers 
6 you. Act as my Local Representative 
and make $2 an hour taking orders for 
my Written Guaranteed Hosiery. Eve: 
and quality. No experience 
. Just see your friends and neighbors 
whenever you have time during the day 
or in evening. Any man or woman can do this and make 
big money. Samples furnished. Write today for details. 
FRANK B. JENNINGS CO.. HOSE 658. DAYTON, OHIO 


Thousands are earning extra 
income in SPARE TIME by 
taking orders for Cosmo- 


More politan, Smart Set, and the 
other famous magazines we 


Money publish. capital, no 


previous experience necessary. Write for de- 


Want 


| tails to International Magazine Co., Inc., Dept. 


SS-426, 119 W. 40th St., N. Y. C. 


New Kind of 
Spare Time 
Home Work 


Make money at home this new way, in spare 
time. No experience needed. We teach you 
everything and guarantee your satisfac 
tion. Art Novelties are in tremendous de 
mand. You can learn quickly to decorate | 
candlesticks, lamps, greeting cards, gate-leg 
tables, bookshelves, and etch 
ing on copper, brass, ete. 200 per cent profit 
SEND for K 


for FREE "B00 
Beautiful FREE Book explains how to 
join the Fireside Industries. Expleing 


everything Shows what others have 
done. Tells how to get complete outfit 
without extra cost, Write today, encioe 


ing 2 cent stamp for catalog and full infor 
mation. Hundreds earning 3B to $5 a day. 
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Across the Shadow 


[Continued from page 77] 
no native would walk the roads, But wait! 

Then I sat back stiffly. It was Lee. I 
knew it before I could see him. 

“Why in the world walk in this heat? 
You know better!” I scolded with my 
first words—filling my eyes with the sight 
of him, 

“I’m not so hot,” he said. “But, Wong. 
bring me a lot of cold drink.” 

“Not yet, Wong. He must cool off first. 
You act like an idiot, Lee.” 

He pulled a chair near mine and sat 
down. 

“A bath in a few minutes, Lee dear, and 
sit quietly awhile. Then have your cold 
drink. So foolish of you to walk.” 

“She—Emmy—I must tell you about 
her.” 

“You rest and cool off before you talk.” 

“No, I must talk first. You can clear 
up for me the thing that troubles me most. 
You'll know at once what a woman would 
do. It'll be easier for me, Constance, when 
I’ve told you.” 

I did not speak. Best let him alone. 

“You see, it was like this: We had 
traveled around a lot. We went in Feb- 
ruary up into the mountains for the snow 
sports. She was crazy about them and so 
was I. We struck an awful cold snap. 
Could only sit about the hotel. Everyone 
liked her. 

“*Mr. and Mrs.” you know, and all that. 
We'd talked about marrying, but—” 

He got up and looked through the win- 
dow for Wong. Sat down and went on: 


“FT CAME in late that night. I’'ll—lI'll 
tell it to you, Constance, just as | saw 
it. That's right, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“She came out of the bathroom as I 
went in—out on the bare, cold ground. 
I can see her now—little Emmy. She wore 
soft, furry slippers. Her little flimsy 
nightgown was sort of pinkish-blue. She 
had a robe over it. Her pretty little curls 
were standing straight out from the steam 
of the bath. They always did that. There 
were drops of perspiration about her fore- 
head, little, clear drops like water.” 

He paused again. 1 changed the position 
of the books on the table before me and 
waited. 

“We had talked about marriage. She 
hadn’t seemed to care so much but sudden- 
ly then—she began to cry. And she told 
me why. There was a baby coming.” 

I waited again—nor looked up. 

“You will never know, Constance, what 
that did to me! I expected to marry Em- 
my. Intended to. But a baby! It turned 
the world over. A baby of Emmy’s! Do 
you know what that did? It brought you. 
You—as you used to be.” 

I held my breath. Oh, Lee—blessed— 
wicked—blessed. 

“You. As you were, Connie, when I 
first knew about life and marriage and 
babies. You used to wrap your hair about 
your head, Connie—and you were part of 
me. . You were me. There was no life 
for me but you. Then the accident—I'd 
put you on the horse; I'd said he was 
afe; I’d made you ride him—my fault.” 

“Oh, no, no! Not your fault! No, no, 


Yes, mine. You were made as you are 
hy that fall. I have what is left of you 
here. But you know how I am—no ex- 
cuse for me. I did as I pleased, built 
up the sort of life you have seen here. I 
let things slide. But when she told me of 
i baby! Well—I went off my head, Con- 
stance. drinking; tod. Emmy as 


| Something DIFFERENT 
for Bobbed Hair 


THERE is a tremendous difference 
in bobs. Some are wonderfully 
attractive and becoming, while 
others, well—which kind is yours? 

I wish you could picture the 
becoming kind I have in mind — 
the sort that makes men turn to 
admire. I can’t tell you what the 
dancing lights that somehow sug- 
gest auburn, yet which is really no 
more actual color than sunlight. 
It’s only when the head is moved 


[orang bb Acall 
drug stores, or send 25¢ direct to J. W. 
KosrCo., 618 R anier Ave., Seattle, Wn. 


$25.00 
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PREMIER SALONS DE BEAUTE, 503—Sth Ave., New York, Dept. B 4 


BUFFALO JEWELRY MFG. co. 


Just imagine! 15 permanent wave treatments in a bottle 
nd only $1.49! At last you can save the high cost of electric 
NATURAL vegetable liquid leaves your haif in 
lovely, shimmering, pS rmanent waves or teasing curls, simply 

! Pretty hair deserves this treat, just as 


501 Washington St. 


NEW SNUG-FIT WATCH 


Fully Guaranteed Accurate Timekeeper. 
Always sets firm on your wrist. 14- 
karat Solid White Gold Case—16- 


Jewel Movement, Genuine 
Sapphire Studded Crown. 
Terms if Desired — 6 
Months to Pay. Write for 
Particulars and ask for 
FREE Jewelry Catalog. 


Dept. 18, Buffalo, N. Y- 


not use 


“you CAR WIR T 


fine new 
rely you wan is 
model Ford Sedan. 


630 W. Jackson 


ca \ | | | j 
| 
| (7 \ 
S.A. | a x 
e / 
/ 
ff | Yong: 
N | \\\ “NK \ 
| that you catch the auburn sugges- / y \ 
0 ou ave no idea iow muc your j 
| , bob can be improved with the “tiny tint” } 
orty- \\ SHAMPOO I 
ng of | \ . 
\ he l, | A A 
> 
> 
at’s 
ffers an be worn aoe = 
by ~ 
mo- 
the A W, 
= ga A Permanent Wave for 
Dept. 
egular $2.06 
with relent and tar We Rive already 6118/5 |5) 
to righ’ to is 2, ete. are 
117 


I Owe Men 


My beauty and my youth 
By Edna Wallace Hopper 

n me the best beauty helps 

study of the skin 


Men have created and give 


I know. Men who devote their lives to 

nar 

ny best to urge men to share those helps. 
Hair Youth I can’t see why men 


women foster theirs. 


So I am doing 
Among them, my 


8 Id lose their hair when 


I am older than most of you by far. But my hair is 
k, luxuriant, glossy. I have never had falling hair 
andruff, and never a touch of gray. My hair is finer 

t n 40 years ago. 


due to great hair experts whom I met in France 
for decades supplied me the 
st helps found. Now chemists have combined them in 

Hair Youth. T ters everywhere supply it. 
irge as well as we 
My Hair Youth is « 
yedropper directly to the 


mbats th 


elsewhere 


let coun 
men to er iploy it 

meentrated. I apply it with an 
scalp—a little There 
¢ hardened oil and dandruff which stifle the 
ulates, cleans and tones the scalp. It 
a garden, where cultivation multiplies 


at a time. 


hair roots. It stim 
its the hair like 
and growth. 


I believe the years have brought me the greatest hair 


P existence. My own results prove that. A few 
days will ‘convince you, I am sure. Let me send you a 
trial bottle. Mail the coupon for it. Then you, as I do, 


men who created Edna Wallace Hopper’s 
Clip coupon now 


will thank the 


Hair Youth 


For Trial Bottle = 


Mail this today to Edna Wallace Hopper, 536 
Lake Shore Drive, Chicago Enclose le for post- 
age and packing on a sample of Hair Youth. 


Name 


Address 


ANN IMPROVES 
HER FIGURE 


That gown is wonderful. 


. ANN, you are lovely today 
It gives you a much better figure and the coloring is 
pane right for your complexion.” 


“It is nice, isn’t it? I am now designing and making a 
black velvet evening gown. Wait until you see that 
Why! I didn't know you could design and make gowns." 
“I couldn't. But fortunately I read of a wonderful 
school that comes right into your own home I can 
now have three beautiful gowns for the money I s 
formerly paid for one Over 21,000 women s 
have taken this instruction. You girls ought Pa 
to take it up; why don’t you?” a 


ery girl or woman 15 oF over, PX 
should mail the coupon at o: 7” FRANKLIN 
INSTITUTE 
Many to Dept. N-635 
$78.60 at Rochester, N. Y. 
Designing and * Rush to me FREE SAMPLE LES- 
Making SONS from the Learn-at-Home 
( ) Gown {1 
Name 


my wife was one thing; Emmy with her 
baby, brought you. The you of the past. 
[ couldn’t bear a baby that was Emmy’s. 
Nor anyone’s—but yours. 

“Lee, you did not tell her that! My 
dear, my dear, you didn’t?” 

“Yes. I was entirely a brute. I couldn't 
help it. I didn’t know I was going to be. 
And I went out and slammed the door 
and left her standing there.” 

I feared what was coming and put out 
my hands to stop him. 

“Oh, you must hear and help me. You 
must tell me what she meant. I did not 
go back that night and in the morning they 
found her—she had gone out on the bal- 
cony—the windows opened like doors—- 
she had gone out in her bare feet, -left 
her robe on the floor—gone out in that 
nightgown like gauze. And pulled the 
window shut. It had a spring lock.” 


I COULD hardly see him, so swiftly a 
storm-cloud had come up, where light- 
ning flashed. 


“Now, I came home for you to tell me 
this: Did she want to get back into the 
house? Did she try? Would she have 


come back if the door had not locked be- 
hind her? Or did she not intend to come 
back because of what I had said? You 
know, Connie. You know what a woman 
would do. You know how a woman's 
mind works. Why did she go out? To 
come back, Connie, do you think?” 

It is hard to tell this and show the 
deliberation with which he spoke—putting 
down his pictures in words as he might 
have put them down with a brush—delib- 
erately. Meaningly. 

The heat was sickening and the cloud 
reached down upon us. The sky was 
brassy where the sun had been. Back of 
us the moon was coming. Would there 
be rain? In my distress of mind, I 
thought of rain. Rain. Water. Coolness 

for Lee and the story he had told. 
Would there be rain? Strange that I 
could think of that. 

He was again speaking. 

“You see, Constance, if she wanted to 
come back and couldn't, it is not so bad 
for me. It might have been temper. I 
have tried fo think it was temper—she had 
fits of it. Or to frighten me—she did 
such things. Could it have been that, do 
you think? But if she did not try to get 
back—then it was all my fault. All. And 

did not mean it. I would have married 


her. I meant to. It was the baby—hers— 
that I couldn’t bear for the minute. Be- 
cause of you. And I went away and 


thought of you all night. You—when you 
were five—when you were ten—when you 
were twenty and we only waited to be 
old enough. Then the accident that was 
my fault.” 


| 


“No, no, no! It wasn’t your fault!” 
“And you as you are. I could have 


married her. Marriage is not so much 
But a baby—hers. I couldn’t bear the 
thought.” 

“Lee!” I said it helplessly. 

“Tell me what you think. Would she 
have come back? Don’t mince matters, 
Constance.” 

I could not speak. He stood a moment, 
then turned sharply and went into the 
house. I waited. When he came back I 
must say something that would help. I 
must not fail him. 

I watched the storm-cloud. The moon 
was up and it was putting black shadows 
into the dust in front of me. Black and 
big. I had seen them once before, lying 
flat like that—shadows of the house-gable, 
the stretching arm of the wind-mill—as in 
black paint on the ground. The great 
cross had been there once before. The 
high back of my chair a part of it. Such 
a cross once before. Did it mean anything 


at all? .Omen? Or just a happen-so? 
“Dear God,” I breathed, “it frightens 
me!” 


I had not heard Lee come out, and I 
started when he touched me. 


“Oh, I can’t get away from it,” he said. 
“I see her all the time—tlittle beads of 
sweat on her forehead. - Little, hot feet 


making tracks in the snow. Did she sink 
down by the rail outside, or did she stand 
up? You talk, Constance. You tell.” 

He had a piece of ice in his hand, run- 
ning it about his throat, down into his 
breast. 

“You will make yourself ill doing that 
when you are so hot. Don’t, Lee.” 


E FLUNG it 
hand away, too 

“You can't say anything, can you! You 
can’t help. You think she would not have 
come back, don’t you? You think that it 
was my fault—all of it.” 

He did not wait for an answer. 

“Well, I'll go to town and get a crowd 
out. The old bunch. I'll forget for 
awhile, anyhow.” 

I did not try to stop him. He ran down 
the steps. My were on the black 
shadow cross. He did not seem to see it. 
He ran over it, followed its dark column 
to the center. I saw him fall there and I 
screamed for help. 

They picked him up. He was chilling 
—shaking—we could not stop it. Next 
day it was pneumonia. In New Mexico! 
In June! In twelve hours it was over. 

I have sat here in the corner at night 
ever since. Never the shadow again like 
that. Never the moon and the wind-mill 
and the gable just so again. I can’t ex- 
plain it. I don’t pretend to. Maybe you 
can. 


away and flung my 


eyes 


Far Into the Night 


[Continued from page 64] 


As I did so I heard William leave the 
house and then the closing of the gate. 

To me it was a tragedy. I threw my- 
self on the couch, wondering as to the 
outcome of it all. Lucy came up to me. 
Knowing well my indifference to her over- 
tures, she began repeating the odious words 
again. I shook her and in my mind I was 
blaming her for our actions. 

“Don’t you ever say that again. Do you 
hear? Do you hear?” I almost screamed 
at her. She looked at me frightened and, 
with the questioning gaze of a child, left me. 
I had said exactly to her what her father 


had. 


William did not return until late, or 
rather in the morning. I heard him stumble 
up the walk, and it was my first acquain- 
tance with intoxication. I will not go into 
details. It is too distasteful, but the mis- 
take I made I forgave him. I sent a note 
to his partner that he was ill and some 
of the office men came out to see him. 

I told them he was sleeping and that I 
did not want him disturbed. 

“Anything we can do for you, let us 
know, Mrs. Emerson,” they said: as they 
left. 

Those were the days when.the city in 
which we lived was young. 
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A Sweet Stomach! 


What a pity when youth and vitality are set 
at naught by a disordered stomach, and bad 
breath! Don't have them at any age! Hearty 
eaters—hard smokers—high livers—find Stuart's 
a boon and blessing! 

Eat what you wish. Drink what you like. 
Then chew a Stuart tablet. That gives the 
stomach sufficient alkaline; the result is a sweet 
stomach, serene digestion, no pains, no gas. 

Full Box FREE! 

Every druggist has Stuart's tablets, 25c and 
60c. Or, a full box free if you write the F. A. 
Stuart Company, Dept. 137, Marshall, Mich. Get 
a metal box of Stuart's for the pocket—and 
keep it filled! A new stomach for twenty five cents. 


STUART'S 


DYSPEPSIA TABLETS 


From Florida,the land of the Orange 
Blossom, comes Bo-Kay, the distinc- 
tive fragrance. The quiet distinction, in 
Bo-Kay Orange Blossom Perfume and 
Toilet Water is found within the pearl 
like drops extracted from the heart of 
the Orange Blossom. 


BOKAY 
Orange Blossom 
Perfume 


and 
Face Powder 


Bo-Kay Orange Blossom Face Powder, 
too, is scented with the essence of this 
romantic bridal flower, and sifted through 
silk to the fineness of feathery down. 


SPECIAL OFFER 
Send $1.00 today for a large bottle of 
Orange Blossom Toilet Water or half 
ounce bottle of Perfume or, send for 
combination introductory offer of purse 
size via! of perfume and trial 


}) sine of face powder (specify 25¢ 


white, flesh or brunette) for 


BO-KAY PERFUME CoO. 
Dept. S, Bo-Kay Bldg. 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Genuine Full Cut Diamonds -}°, 
Terms If Desired—6 Months No. 6132 — Solid 
$25 


enui $25 
iamonds 
lif, 4100 each. 
<= 14-Kt. White Gold 

Top. Gold Emblem 
(any Lodge) or an 
initial (Old English 
or white 

‘old, inlaid in Gen- 
uine 

HOPE RUBY 
Also,in Black Onyx 


No. 6598—Any initial (raised gold) or 


Eastern Star, Rebecca, Mason, Shrine, 
K. of C. emblem instead of initial if J S 
desired. Send number of ring, size of W 


finger, initial or emblem desired and Ne, 6598 — 
ting will be sent for inspection. Ladies’ Ring 


Ask for Free Catalog Ladies’ Ring 


Buffalo Jewelry Mfg.Co, Black Onyx = 


Mail-Order House”’ Genuine Full 
Dept, 102 iamond. 14-Ke 
S01 Washington St, Buffalo, N.Y. White Go! 


4+ Louis. 


that William became angered at his part 
ner and leit him. We sold all our house 
hold effects and I went home for a visit 


and were very kind to me. I was there 
nearly five months, and they were very 
painful ones, for I knew that my friends 
were wondering why | was remaining so 
long from my husband. I realized the 
comment it occasioned in a small city. I 
pleaded that William was traveling on busi- 
ness, but I believe that they knew he was 
without a position or was hunting one. 

At last he wired me to meet him in 
Chicago. I did so in all haste, to the 
great disappointment of my people. 

“Since you have been away this long. 
it seems to me that you could stay until 
after Christmas, for we would so love to 
have the children,” my sister said. 

We spent our Christmas in one of 
those big, old rooms at the Old Palmer 
House, and again I was happy. 

The next six years were prosperous ones 
We bettered ourselves each 


in as partner with the Appletons in St 
We lived in a beautiful, old place 
there. The house was an old one, which 
had been built during the Civil War, but 
had now been nade modern. The grounds 
occupied a greater part of the block. It 
was there we welcomed a little sister, 
whom we called Josepha. Tom and Lucy 
were delighted, and she was the brightest 
ray of sunshine in our lives. 

Not until Lucy and Tom trudged off to 
school did I feel that my children were 
really growing up and beyond me—Lucy, 
with her dark curls flying in the wind, 
and Tom, walking along by her side. Their 
childhood days were as happy as I could 
make them. They had luncheon parties 
near the rose-hedge, and sometimes Josepha 
would break up those parties by demanding 
everything on the table at once. They 
were patient with her and many times could 
persuade her to be a “nice girl,” and more 
times they could not. Occasionally, the 
cook would give them their dinner which 
they would take to their playhouse built 
in the tree. This playhouse was the pride 
of William’s life. He had placed in it 
everything a child would want. 


UCY had the reputation of being a 
tom-boy, but she and her brother were 
so congenial that I said nothing, for I had 
so much to hide—and I felt they would 
have sorrow come to them some day. 
One afternoon, I was entertaining callers 
when the children came in and asked to 
go to the attic to play. I immediately 
consented. William came in before my 
guests left and was cordial in the extreme 
to them, but the door had only just closed 
upon them when he said, “What is your 
object in letting the children play on the 
roof ?” 

“The roof?” I asked, amazed. 

“Yes, the roof. They are both up there 
and they yelled down to me like Arabs 
when I drove up with Judge Henderson 
and Will Boyd. They will think you have 
no control over them.” 

“The workmen must have left the roof 
door open. I told the children they could 
play in the attic—” but William had gone. 
I felt the children were innocent of wrong- 
doing, and whether their punishment was 
merited or not, our quarrel was heated 
after dinner. When I told the nurse that 
Josepha could stay up half an hour longer, 
another quarrel followed. 

“Night after night you leave me here 
with the children, and I am sufficient to 
guide and care for them then, but the 
few hours a week you are here you see 
fit to criticise them and me,” I returned. 


It was not long after Tom was born] 


I did not tell my people the real reason for | 
visiting them, but I think they suspected | 


year as to| 
location, and finally my husband was taken | 


“Perhaps those few hours are too much 
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Aviation! 


D2 you love adventure? Do you want to make big 
money? Although aviation is still in its infancy 
thereis a crying demand for men with courage, nerve, 
and self-reliance—ambitious men who are looking 
for a new field. For those who qualify there will be 
thousands of highly paid jobs. 


Amazing Opportunity in 
the Airplane Industry 


Yes, as yet, aviation is in its infancy, but now is 
the time to get in. In the 
automobile industry and 


Fascinating — in the moving picture 

—B business hundreds of men 

Daring ig got rich by getting in at 

Paying the start. They madetheir 

Prepare Now for One of success before others 
These Positions woke up. . 

ae “ Think how much avia- 


tion has progressed in the 
last few years, Commer- 
cial air lines have already 
proved themselves suc- 
cessful both in Europe 
and America. Great men 

redict that in the near 
uture there will be air- 
freight lines — organiza- 
tions as large as our rail- 
roads are today. AVIA- 
TION IS NEW. It 
clamors for every young 
man, 


Be an Aviation Expert— 
$50 to $100 a week 


The study of aviation is as fascinating as the actual work. 
Only one hour of spare time a day at home and we teach 
the basic training. You will find every lesson packed full of 
interest. Student S. F. McNaughton, Chicago, says, ‘“‘Your 
lessons are like a romance,and what is more, after one 
reading the student gets a thorough understanding.’’ Men 
who have had actual experience guide you carefully through 
your training. They select the lessons, lectures, b veprints, 
and bulletins. Once you start you can’t get enough of it. 
Here are some real jobs. Which one do you want? Ae 
nautical Instructor, Aeronautical Engineer, Aeronautical 

eroplane Mechanician, lane Ins; . Ae 

Assembler, Aeroplane Builder.” — — 


Big Aviation Book FREE 


Send coupon below for our new FREE book just out en- 
titled,“‘Opportunities in the Airplane Industry.” It is inter- 
esting and instructive. Get yours before edition is exhausted. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 

Dept 2064 3601 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 

SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 2064 3601 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 
Without any obligation send me your free book ‘‘Oppor- 


tunities in_the Airplane Industry,”’ also information | 
about your Home Study Course in Practical Aeronautics 


Aeronautical Engineer 
2100 to $300 per week 


Enormous profits 


S20 t0 $65 per week 
Builder 
Sts to $200 per week 


Low 
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Aeroplane Inspector 
\ to $75 per week 
| Aeroplane Saiesman 
> $5000 per year an 
Ae 
\F 
\ 
| 
| 
S 
= 
2 
( | | 
| 
New 6595 
No. 6133 
This’ Reg. Trade Merk 48 
Guarantees you genuine diamonds, | 
| | 
| | 
} 
= 


This enor Banjo 


This han! 
some full 
profession- 
nor banjo is 
We want to 
yne thousand 
Is this 
We want to 
of these 


delightful 
instruments as a gift 
to each of one thousand 


readers of this magazine 
—and here's why 
Before becoming a pro- 
fessor and a lover of music, 
rticularly the tenor banj 
Prof. Six yearned and yearned 
for the possession of a genu 
ine, professional Instrument, 
the same kind used by the big, 
successful professionals of the 
world. Now we want you to suc- 
ceed. We want to help every music- 
lover that we can attain success, am! 
to pave the way for you, and 
is necessary 


nly do we start you on 
th ar 


this gift offer is made 
musical knowle 
er our prier 


no previous 
7 th the way 


has pe n to 


the 


Learn i in 30 Minutes 


the highest paid 
world, once said 
bieture is worth a 
thousand we rds.” He was right, for 
it stands to reason, when you take 
your instrument in hand along wit! 
the actual photographs of the pro 


Arthur Brisbane, 
journalist in the 
that a single 


fessor in action as your guide, it is 
easy to imitate and do the right 
thing But that * i. all 


We also furnish 
guide, phausenante records of the 

Records Given professor's playing of the piece you are 
learning, along with our thorough, printed and illustrated, 
easy-to-read course Doesn't that sound easy? It is easy. 
If you could sit here and see the letters and telegrams from our 
pupils, you would be con ty that we have perfected the simplest, 
yet most highly efficient ree to insurey our mastering the tenor Cent o 


Don't Send 


" 


be enough gif 

SMART SET Th 
ot heaitate—put in yo w 
yu will secon join our happy army of enthusiastic 


a New York Academy of Music 
Studio 444, 100 Fifth Ave., New York 
Please rush all information relative to 
your Tenor Banjo Course and reserve a 
gift banjo for me. This obligates me in 
no way whatever 
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BECOME AN EXPERT 


Executive Accountants command big salaries, Thoyesnda of firms 
need them. Only 5.000 Certified Public Accountants in U.S. Many 
are earning $3 ago to $10,000 a year Wet train you tts by mail in 
xaminations or executive accounting posi- 
fone. K A704 of bookkeeping unnecessary to begin e course 
ander the personal supervision Williom B. Castenholz, A. M., 
d instruc , University of 
r or of Slee fC P. A.'s, and of 
is assisted a Lowe 
he faa Institute 
SS 4 Low tuition fee—easy terms Wri w forinforma 


LaSalle Extension University, Dest 450-H, Chicago 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution 


Bargain SALE! 


OLID gold effect case $ 
guaranteed 25 years. 
Richly engraved. Railroad model 
with famous Leanard Regulator. 
on ted forabsolute accuracy. 
Backed by million doilar factory. 


SEND NO MONEY = 


price $3.87 and postage on ar- Msh Jong Good Le 
aoa Money ba k guaranteed 
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Ring if you order Now ! 


!for you. Fortunately, I am going to New 
York at midnight and will be gone a 
month,” he said, leaving the room, and 


}of them. 


| Way. 


_ 


| they 


soon I heard him packing. 

Of course, the month was a very uncom- 
fortable one for me. William sent the 
children expensive toys, and the 
girls exquisite hand-made dresses and Tom 


some 


a suit, but his notes to me were short and 
curt. Then came a telegram 
WILL Arrive Six P. M. Wut. 


I had Lucy and Josepha in their daintiest 
frocks and Tom in his new suit; they 
were in high spirits and wild with excite- 
ment. I still felt the sting of the quarrel 
I telephoned to the station and learned that 
the train was some three hours late. The 


children insisted upon staying up. They 
stood at the big front window in the hall, 
waiting the arrival of the hack. A 


shout of joy went up when the cab drove 
up. The nurse held Josepha up in readiness 
for the first kiss, and we were all crowded 
around the doorway. I waited to see the 
door flung open, but instead the driver 
lumbered down and came to me saying, 
“Mrs. Emerson, your husband is ill. I 
wonder if you could help me?” 


I SAW a look of understanding in his 
eyes. He was old enough to be my 
father, and I felt like crying on his big 
fur-coated shoulder. 

Together “ old cabman and I got Wil- 
liam into the house and to bed. He was 
ill. I sent for the doctor the next day. 
spree had lasted longer than most 
The children spoke in whispers 
and wanted to know if their father were 
going to die. I heard them tell their 
playmates what lovely things he had 
brought from New York to them, and they 
ought to see the new diamond ring he had 
brought for their mother. They shook 
their heads, saying they did not believe 
there ever was such a good father as they 
had. 

Of course, I forgave Will. What was 
there to do? He said he had had the 
grippe and had so much to do and had 
taken whiskey for it to keep going | 
smiled and wondered if he really thought 
I believed what he told me. Perhaps it 
was so. 

I found a number of stubs of theatre 
tickets in his dinner-coat as I unpacked his 
clothes, and it seemed that a faint perfume 
lingered within the folds of his clothes. 

It was when Lucy was twelve that the 


partnership was dissolved, and we were 
without any kind of an income. Will went 
west—California—where he took a cure, 


and after awhile began to climb again. It 
was slow work, for even his friends had 
lost confidence in his ability to keep sober. 
There were many debts that I knew noth- 
ing of, and these were to be paid and our 
family fed and clothed. We did the best we 
could. I rented nearly all the house. We 
lived on very little. I made over the girls’ 
dresses and my own. 

My sister and brother stopped off to see 
us aS a surprise, on their way to the Ori- 
ent. I had not told them of our reduced 
circumstances. Surprised? 

‘The idea of. my sister doing her own 
washing! The children look like beggars. 
Why did you not tell us! You just pack 
up and go with us. It will be a wonderful 
trip for you and the children, and put 
some flesh on your bones. If you have 
a husband who will not support you prop- 
erly, your family cannot let you live this 
Had we known this we would have 
sent for you to come home.” 

They meant it very kindly, but it hurt. 
did not accept their offer. My brother 
sent a wagon-load of provisions the day 
left, which proved a godsend that 
winter, and in the spring the aunt, at 
whose home I had married, died and left 
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me a small legacy—large it was in those 
days. 

Then out of a clear sky Will received the 
most flattering offer! Back he came again. 
At about the same time, a little piece oi 
land he had bought when we lived in Rose 
Edition developed oil and we began living 
on top of the wave again. 

I begged to put some aside. Will said 
he considered it a man’s place to pay all 
the bills, and he would give me all the 
money I needed. We did live well. I 
saved all I could from household money, 
but when Will saw anything like economy, 
he complained and asked if he were stint- 
ing me. 

Tom was sent to Smith’s Academy and 
Lucy was at a girls’ school near Wash- 
ington. 

Josepha was laughing her way through 
school and bringing home a miserable re- 
port, but she was the sunshine of: the 
home. 

Tom was to graduate in June and Lucy 
had just finished at National Park. 

Will's and my lives were running 
smoothly enough at that time. I felt from 
now on he had reached the age where he 
had settled into the man I knew him to 
be. He belonged to several clubs, and we 


were asked out a great deal. I saw he 
was more attractive at middle age than he 
had ever been, and everywhere we went 


women looked at him admiringly. 
Then the little cloud that we had been 
water became so 


gazing upon across the 

large it covered the whole sky, and to 
Will's satisfaction War was declared in 
April. Will had been strong in his de- 


administration that had 
and on April sixth 
home with him. 


nunciation of the 
kept us from war, 
Judge Henderson drove 
They discussed the situation far into the 
night and Will said he was going, com- 
mission or no commission, and was outlin- 


ing what we were to do while he was 
away. 

“IT am sure the war will last several 
years,” he said. 


it won't, once we are 
his young face earnest 


“Dad, of course 
in,” Tom broke in, 
with enthusiasm 

“That is one thing, 
want you to try to get in. 
young, and someone will have to 
at home to look after the family,” 
said, turning to our son suddenly. 

“You mean that, Dad?” asked Tom, 
looking at his father as if he could not 
believe what his father had said. 

“I do. Remember.” 

“I'll remember,” the boy answered, an! 
left the room. 


ILL received a commission 1n the en- 
gineers and went over early in July, 

and before either of us knew it, Tom had 
enlisted and had gone to Camp Pike. Of 
course, his father could say nothing, as 
he had been an advocate for war, but | 
knew he thought Tom was too young. I 
was a mother and felt as all mothers did. 
Will rushed down to Camp Pike on 
his way to New York, and then we went 
and remained with him two weeks before 
he sailed—the girls and I. He looked 
very handsome in his uniform. There were 
so many in New York from our state and 


youngster, I do not 
You are too 
remain 


Will 


city who knew Will, which meant much 
entertaining—the girls and I always in- 
cluded. 


Josepha hung on his arm and would go 
right to the automobile when he left our 
hotel for his quarters. Lucy, too, was 
very proud of her tall, good-looking father, 
and I think he in turn was delighted that 
she would dance at his side and laugh up 
into his face. I dressed very becomingly 
in those days. I had passed the meridian 
of my youth, and it now took rich material 
and well-made gowns to make me anything 
like the former beauty that 1 had delighted 
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Prevents them from wearing out 

and staining at the heel, and pre- 

vents shoes from rubbing or slip- 
ping at the heel! 


The patentedcup-shaped center, 
indicated by arrow, does it! 


If your shoes slip or rub at the heel; if 
your hose wear out at the heel, and if their 
delicate color is always marred by stains at the heel 
—you need Dr. Scholl’s Nu-Grip Heel Liner. 

Think of the greater comfort, economy and satisfac- 
tion that this meansto you! Dr. Scholl’s Nu-Grip 
Heel Liner is made of soft, velvet-like rubber. In- 
visibly worn in the shoe, being made in colors to 
match shoe linings. Sold in shoe and department 
stores everywhere — 30¢ per pair. Insist on getting 
the genuine with the cup-shaped center, and bear- 
ing Dr. Scholl’s name. Buy a pair for each pair of 
your shoes. 


Dr Scholls 


Foot Comfort Appliances _ 


NEW VEST POCKET 
ADDING MACHINE 


Adds as rapidly and accurately as a 
$300 machine, yet fits the vest pocket 
Mechanically perfect. Easy to operate 
—nothing oo out of order. Everyone 
who uses res should own one 
Countst p to 999,999,999 
Total visible at all times. A pull of the finger clears it. 
Don’t carry a pocket full of pencil stybs and = 
paper to do your figuring. Carry a Ve-Po-A 
Send no money. 
10 Days Trial Just name and >i 


dress and we will send machine t 


not perfectly satisfied we will refund your 
money. Limited supply. Send order today. 
Mach.Corp.,Dpt. 514 

Washington St., Chicago, Il. 
Here’s a money maker. Everybody 
wants one. Splendid profit. rite 
for special offer. 


‘STO P 


GROPING 
IN THE DARK 


MAKE GOOD! 


Mark with an 
name at bottom. 


| 
or positi na you'd like. Write your 
Cut this ad out and mail to us AT ONCE. 


I think it was because I 
| wanted to please Will, for years ago I 
had ceased to be interested in myself as a 
| person. 
We closed our house for the summer 
| and went to my own home where we were 
| made much over on account of the major 
and young lieutenant we had in our fam- 
ily. Lucy wanted to do war work, but I 
felt | could not give her up just then, but 
when we returned to St. Louis in the 
|} autumn, I let her have the two large rooms 
on the south side of the house on the first 
floor for use as local Red Cross rooms. 
She was very happy. A lot of prestige I 
received in those days, with a handsome 
husband in France who was doing credit- 
able work. It was late in 1917 when Will 
so distinguished himself as to win his 
first citation. 

Tom got 
spring. 

Will's letters were frequent, and many 
times dictated. I knew it was just the 
life he loved and craved, adventure, action, 
and thrills. Perhaps I had not given him 
enough thrills. I wonder, and sometimes 
I wondered if someone else were doing 
that. 

Of course, letters from overseas at that 
time were censored, and there was much 
that could not be written and much that 
was not written, I found later. It was 
better so. 

After the Armistice, Tom had typhoid 
fever and Will rushed down by motor 
from Paris to a hospital near Neufchateau. 
He cabled me that his condition was not 
hopeful. I went around dazed until | 
received the welcoming cable that he would 
recover. In those days of the war, every 
time the telephone rang I would jump, and 
the postman made my heart stand still 
when I sighted him in the distance. Let- 
ters came not in sequence and sometimes 
we heard of our loved ones after they 
had passed on. 

Tom came home in 1919, in May, and 
was discharged right off. He went into 
his father’s engineering firm. 

After the Armistice, Will returned to 
Paris again where it was so crowded. 
Countess Attirel, a widow in the thirties, 
felt so grateful to the Americans she of- 
fered a suite in her home to any American 
officer who would accept it. So it was 
assigned to Will on his return from a 
trip he had taken down in Italy. 


| in years ago. 


Saves Hose 


over late in the following 


H®* WROTE me the quarters were very 


wonderful—a sitting-room, bedroom, 


Quick Easy Way to 
Learn Drawing 


How you can earn big money in 
Commercial Art, Illustrating, 
Designing or Cartooning, without 
being a “‘genius,’’ and regardless of 
your present ability. 


EVER was there 
artists as today! 
needs thousands. 


such a need for 
Business, revitalized, 
Illustrated catalogs, 
advertisements, posters, circulars, trade- 
mark designs—countless pieces of art work 
are needed by the busy business world. 48,868 
periodicals are sublished in America every one 
of them needs the services of af least two artists 
for each issue. You can't begin to realize the 
| gigantic amount of art work that must be done 
|—and the demand is increasing daily. Big money is 
gladly paid—and big money is waiting for any- 
one with foresight enough to prepare for this 
pleasant pa. Through our quick, easy 


method teaching, YOU can earn $40 to $100 
week as an artist, regardless of your present 
ability. 


Learn in Spare Time 


This simple method is like a 
game No matter how littl you may know 
about drawing, no matter whether people tell 
you, “you have no talent,” no matter what your 
present ability may be—if you can write we 
can teach you to draw, The quick method sim- 
plifies everything—all the red-tape, “art for 
art's sake" teaching and superfluous theory is 
taken out and in its place is put definite, prac- 
tical instruction so that you will make money in 


fascinating 


and bath. He sent me snap-shots of it and 
it resembled the pictures I had seen of | 
Marie Antoinette’s apartments at Ver- | 
sailles. Every night when he went to his 
rooms there on his table was a basket of 
the choicest fruit, cake and wine, and 
every morning a maid brought coffee and 
rolls, opened the windows and curtains, 
exactly as has been done in literature for 
ages. 
“The officers tell me I am a lucky beg 
gar to fall into anything so rich,” Will | 
wrote. | 
it, as my tips to the servants amount to) 
what I would pay at a hotel.” 
When he returned I asked him where | yy, 
he had all his clothes monogrammed, | 


( ) Postmaster ( ) Special Agent 

( ) P.O. Clerk (investigator) 

( ) Watchman ( ) Forest Ranger 

( ) Typist ( ) Steno-Typist 

) Seamstress ( ) Border Patrol 
) File Clerk ( ) City Mail Carrier 

( ) RFD Carricr ( ) Railway Mail Clerk | 

( ) Secretary ) Anuditor-Bookkeeper 

( ) Gen. Clerk ( ) Skilled Labor 

( ) Matron ( ) Immigrant Inspector 

( ) Chauffeur ( ) Meat Inspector 


Mr. Ozment, Dept 409 St. Louis, Mo. 

Send me particulars about Gev’t Positions 
open to men-women, 18 to , paying $1400- 
$4500 yearly; also opportunities 
and how to qualify. 


' better class. 


and he said the servants who had charge | 
of his laundry at the Countess’ had had 
them embroideréd. I never saw any work 
so exquisite, but I made no comment: it | 
seemed queer that servants would take such 
pains. Later on, when he had been home 
several menths and had mellowed one eve- 
ning efter a few drinks of some wine 
someone had given him, he became very 
talkative as to some of his life overseas. 
“Nelle, they were most appreciative of} 
what we Americans had done, I mean the | 
The day I left the Countess 


“There is nothing economical in | i 


the art game. The course is the work of an expert 
—an artist of over 35 years’ practical ex 
rience. And all your instruction is under his 
personal supervision. 


Write for Interesting Free Book 


An and handsomely illustrated 
booklet, “Quick Easy Way to Become an Art- 
ist,” has been prepared and will be sent to 


you without cost if you mail the coupon below 
Mail coupon NOW for this attractive free book 
and full details about our Special Offer of a 
FREE ARTIST'S OUTFIT to every new stu- 
dent No obligation whatever. Address Wash- 
» Inc., Room 964-D, 1115 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Inc. 
Room 964-D, 1115-15th St., N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


Please send me, without obligation, free book, 
“Quick Easy Way to Beeome an Artist,” to- 
ether with full particulars of Free Artist's 


Outfit Offer to every new student. 
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Teeth We 
Love to Show 


By Edna Wallace Hopper 


My glistening teeth and coral gums form one of my 

ef attractions. One reason I am always smiling is to 
show ther rhousands of women ask me how I attain 

ht 

For many years I used numerous applications. I used 


cleaners and polishers, then magnesia, then iodine, then 
antiseptics, then deodorants. My dental advisers re- 
They said that beautiful teeth and healthy 
gums called for all these factors. 


juired this 


But some fifty experts, two years ago, combined all 


They called it 


these needed factors in one tooth paste 


Quind ive in one. Now I use Quindent 
alot ght, in one minute, I apply to my 
teeth a elps in one dentifrice. 

The makers of Quindent supply me sample tubes. 
Each is a ten-day tube. It is enough to convince you that 


s new-day tooth paste is the best men have yet evolved. 


My dental advisers tell me that it meets every need. And 
that everyone should use it. 
My office will mail you one of these tubes if you send 


the coupon. Do that now. I cannot do you a greater 
favor than to show you what Quindent does. 


Trial Tube Free 


Edna Wallace Hopper, 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago, 
Mail me a 10-day tube of Quindent 


Selling 


61-SS 


Week 


AGENTS 
grening wone derful 


Latest thing out—New Stay- 
Prest Trouser Presser—is selling 
like wildfire. Four patents put in 
lasting crease. Removes wrinkles 
and bagginess. Cuts tailor bills 
Folds to 15 inches. Demonstrates 
in 40 seconds. Men buy one to six. 
1,000,000 sold already 

My first week I made $93,” 
writes 8. L. Patterson, Iowa. You, 
too, can make big money. Others 
cle aning up. 

ur profite in advance. Simply write 
We deliver ¢ collect com- 


| and her house, the servants lined them- 


selves in the broad hall to bid me good-by 
and godspeed. They all filed out to other 
parts of the house, leaving the Countess 
and me standing alone in the great, silent 
hall. I handed her the big, brass door- 
key that I was to use for the front door 
if there was no servant—but there always 
had been. She took the key, and when I 
extended my hand she straightened out my 
fingers and laid the big brass key across 
my palm. ‘The rooms are always yours, 
whenever you return. If you never come 
back, they will be always as you left them, 
you gallant officer. 

My heart gave a little tug as Will told 
me that. It was a pretty story, but some- 
how I felt that the pretty widow in the 
thirties gave him something more than the 
key as they stood alone in the big, silent 
hall; but Will went on, gaily telling of 
other adventures, so perhaps that was just 
an incident. 


He RETURNED on the George Wash- 
ington with the King and Queen of 
Belgium. It was of that trip he rarely spoke. 
Josepha insisted she wanted to know just 
how a queen acted, and her father said 
like any other woman, and not nearly so 
lovely as some others in the party. 

Tom was working hard. War seemed 
to have sobered him. Will treated it as a 
huge frolic. He went right back to work, 
but there were many demands upon him 
from the outside, and I think his popu- 
larity delighted his firm. He gave talks 
here and there for devastated France, and 
all sorts of people were calling him up 
as they went through the city. Very few 
times was I asked to meet any of them. 

One day when I was at luncheon at one of 
the clubs with some friends, Will came 
in with a glorious creature. I suppose she 
was the woman who had called him up 
before he was out of bed that morning. 
She was very alluring as she swept over 
with him to our table. He told me later 
she was an entertainer on the other side. 

I did not comment upon the life we 
were living, for war was a disorganizer, 
and I felt we would soon return to our 
old way of living. But we never did. 
More and more were there demands upon 
Will. There were meetings here, and 
trips out of the city for days and weeks 
at a time. 

One day Will came into the house hur- 
riedly and said he was leaving that night 
for the Pacific Coast. The government 
wanted him to look at a sight for a hos- 
pital for ex-service men and he was going 
to try to get the building of that hos- 
pital. There were several men from 
W ashington, medical men whom he was 
to meet in Kansas City on the Limited. 

Some kindly soul told me that they had 
seen him on the train, but most of his 
time had been spent on the way out to 
the coast with a very beautiful woman. I 
said yes, Will had written me about her— 
just as women always do who are trying 
to protect their men or themselves. Will 
had not mentioned her to me. 

His letters were short and not frequent, 
though he wrote often to the girls. 

Our lives drifted along aimlessly for 
some months, and then one morning I 
received a thick letter from Will which 
brought a warm glow around my heart, 
but upon reading it my heart almost 
stopped beating. 

He said he had ceased to love me, in 
fact that was his state of feeling for some 
years, and was asking me if I would 
secure a divorce. Desertion would be ade- 
quate grounds in our state. 

It was some days before I could sum- 
mon up courage to tell the children. 

Lucy treated the matter stoically, and 
Tom said nothing at all, but later it came 
out by degrees as no surprise to him for 


he had seen his father with various women 


in the city and had heard some rumors 
while he was in France. 

Lucy declared she never wanted to see 
her father again. 

Tom about this time got the South 
American fever, for he thought there were 
many possibilities and many openings for 
young men. I felt I had no right to stand 
in the way of my son, so he went, leaving 
two weeping sisters and a very sorrowful 
mother with a prayer in her heart for 
him. 

For a year we managed somehow, and 
then there was a scandal in the Govern- 
ment building, and Will lost out completely 
as he had gone in “on his own,” as he 
termed it. He had established an office on 
the coast, and now he had not his St. 
Louis firm to care for him. War heroes 
were not at a premium at that time. 

The money that Will had been sending 
for Josepha’s support stopped, so I took 
in roomers, for we had a large house. 
Then I had a few in for meals, then 
more and more until my place was noted 
for its Southern cooking. It was hard 
work, but so long as my health permitted 
and we had to live, I was only too willing 
to do all I could. 

Lucy was storming at fate that she had 
not been allowed a career, or had been 
taught something she could use, but her 
father was averse to a business course 
and always our lives seemed to have no 
direct policy. We had just drifted along 
with the time and tide and now we were 
washed ashore. 

I could write a book on my experiences 
as a landlady. There were all sorts of 
people to cater to, to appease, to please. 
The help was a serious question, and 
many times Lucy and I were left alone 
to cook for twenty. This period of our 
lives was a test of our friends. Many 
dropped us and many held to us awhile— 
out of curiosity, I think—and a few there 
were who would have done anything for 
us. Judge and Mrs. Henderson were very 
fond of the girls, and frequently had them 
to their beautiful home for dinner, going 
to the theatre after. Lucy and Josepha 
would not leave the house until they saw 
that everything was running smoothly for 
dinner. The Hendersons always sent their 
car for them. 

“Are you sure, Mother darling, you will 
not miss us?” Joe would ask. 

“Of course I shall,” I would laugh. 

“IT mean that you will not be lonesome, 


when the mob leaves: 

“Oh, dear, no! I would really like to 
be alone. I have not read the paper, and 
there is a long letter from Tom I want 
to read,” I would say. “Go and have a 
good time.” 

So our lives went on. 

One night, Will called up from a down- 
town hotel and asked to see me. The girls 
that night were at the Hendersons. 

“I was going through the city and 
wanted to see the girls.” 


TOLD him where they were; that they 

would not be home until late, as they 
were dining with the Hendersons. 

“Then I am coming right out, as I 
want to see you on a matter of busi- 
ness.” 

He looked very dissipated. I wondered 
if this could be the man I had married. 
He was ill at ease, and I wondered the 
object of his visit. 

He inquired about Tom. I told him 

I said and I 


about our boy. 
“I hope you are well,” 

meant it, for I believed he had marred 

his own life more than he had mine. 
“That is what I came to see you about. 

You know a man placed as I am in busi- 

ness is at a disadvantage. ,I1 must have 

your signature to so many papers. «I real- 
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What You need is NR, 
the safe, dependable 
vegetable laxative/ 


TOMORROW ALRIGHT 


CONSTIPATION, Biliousness. Sick Head- 
aches, are promptly relieved by Nature’s 
Remedy (NR Tablets) without weakening, 
sickening sensations or any tendency to 
produce a habit which requires increased 


or continued doses. 
Get a 25c. Box. 
SOLD BY YOUR savecer 


Diamond and sapphire dinner rings ase 
Ring illus- 


ring arrives, pay 
We prepay al! postage. 


be discontinued 


Messau jew Yo 


How to make 34 kinds of 
CANDY 


Make it at home. Have delicious candy at one- 
fourth the usual cost — earn money selling it to 
friends, stores, etc., if you desire. Everything about 
Candy and Candy Making told in one book. Scores 
of illustrations. Not just a recipe book, but complete, 
step-by-step instructions in the whole art of candy 
making. Send only 50c and we'll send you this 
Candy Book by return mail. It’s a real bargain. 

WOMAN’S INSTITUTE Dept. 806-D, Scranton, Penna. 


or better lérsonal 


ONVENIENT personal 
protection calls for 
“Vienna Cones.”” This 

innovation in feminine sant 
tation is non-poisonous and 
is a true germicide 
Recommended and used with | 
Satisfaction throughout the 
world since 1900. 
Vienna Cones have been especially de- 
signed for women of refinement and 
lecrimina 
‘Absolutely reliable thie delightfully 
grant and luxurious deodorant is at your dis 
at very emall cos 


If your Beauty + rtment Store or Druggist cannot 
supply you just send directly to 


THE VIENNA co 
2419 Washington rancisco, Cal 


“Yienna Cones 
Feminins 


}ize that I cannot obtain 
| hoped that you would have by now. 1 
am sure when you see my affairs in their 
true light you will grant my request. 
I will do for the children, as I am again 
on my feet. I am sorry for the past and 
regret that we have no more in common 
than we have. We just did not hit it off, 
that was all.” 

I sat and looked at him for a few min 
utes. All my married life I had done 
what he wanted, and it had done him nu 
good and brought unhappiness to me, so 
why let the children suffer now trom the 
stigma of divorce when we had lived as 
we had for so many years? 

“That is one thing I am not going to | 
do, give you a divorce. You would not 
understand my reasons any more than you 
have understood anything I have ever 
done. If you can secure one, do so.” 


ILL rose angrily to his feet. His 
eyes blazed. 

“Then not another penny do either you 
or the girls get from me.” 

“Very well, Mr. Emerson. I think there 
is nothing more to be said. Good-night, 
and I wish you well.” 

I stood deserted in the big living-room. 

The house was all quiet. 
| Everything seemed to go wrong that 
|}month. Bills were higher and more of 
| them than ever. Tom wrote he was un- 
| able to send me a draft, and he felt so 
When at the first of the 


| bad about it. 
| month Will’s draft to Josepha failed to 
appear, I heard her mention it to Lucy, | 
and it was then I told then of their | 
father’s visit. 

“You did just right, Mother dear,” they 
both cried. I wondered if deep down in 
their hearts they thought so. Then fol- 
lowed a year of very hard work and 
worry. 

Every time the bell. rang I knew it was | 
a collector, and I would have to say, “I 
fear I cannot pay you today, but I will | 
when I have the money. I never hear 
the bell now but that I do give an 
inward start, thinking of that unpleasant 
recollection of those old days. Most of | 
my creditors were very considercte of 
me. They knew the effort I was making. 
Lucy wanted to go out and do something, 
but I could not run the house alone, and 
it was Josepha’s last year at school. 

Josepha was very attractive to the 
men. The college boys were particularly 
attentive, and many a night Lucy would 
sit up late making her sister some light, | 
summer gown for a school party or an 
informal hop. 

“Lucy, you are the dearest thing ever!” 
Josepha would say, giving her sister the | 
last squeeze as she went out the door, | 
clad in Ler new frock. “When I get 
married to that rich man, you shall come} 
and live with me and wear nothing but | 
silks and satins.” 

I often saw a wistful look in Lucy’s 
eyes, for it was only natural that she, 
too, should be fond of young people, but | 
she held herself strangely aloof, and 
rarely accepted any invitations except to 
dinners with very old friends. The older 
men liked Lucy better than they did her 
sister, but they looked upon Josepha as 
an entertaining child. 

Josepha was at last out of school, and 
such a round of pleasure as there was! 
Her father sent her a check for one hun- 


dred dollars, which she promptly re-| 
turned, 
One morning, Judge Henderson tele- | 


phoned that an ex-governor of our state 
wanted a private secretary, and he had 
suggested Lucy to him. She applied and 
went to Governor Lane the following 


week, The man’s eyes had failed him, 


‘and Lucy would spend the morning read- 
123 


a divorce and! 


$50. to *250.a 
Week i in RADIO 


into the great new BIG- Pay Indus 
= =, If you're earning a penny 
less than $50 a week, clip coupon now 
Send for AMAZING FREE 
BOOK Be a Radio Ex 
pert, and draw down big 
money for the easiest and ‘* 
most fascinating work in the , 
world. Positions everywhere 
Need for Radio Experts in 
every community. Short 
hours. BIG PAY. Free 
book gives all the facts. “My charges 
Learn Quickly And for consultation 
Easily At Home $2.50 per hour 

Master Radio Engineers sucerss due 

ge . to you."” R. W. 
will show you how to Biaekhill 
qualify, quickly and easily Jj; okiyn. 
at home, for Radio’s fine —— 
jobs. We guarantee to train 
you successfully. Every day 
N, . 1-trained men are 
taking good places in the 
Radio field Thousands of 
openings now the 
trained man FREE EM- , 
PLOYMENT SERVICE, 
Many other big features. 
Get the facts—CLIP COU- 
"ON, 


“Radio a gold 
mine — your 
course wort ly 

gthousands.”’ A 
Get This ke, 
| Free Book Winnipeg. 


Send coupon below for 
FREE BOOK — “Rich 
Rewards in Radio.” 
Read for yourself No 
previous experience 
needed. Common 
schooling enough 
WRITE NOW. 


You 
et all 
ese sets 


| Receiving sets, from simplest kind to thou- 
sand mile receiver, included to help you 
learn. An UNEQUALLED OFFER. Other 
for limited time only, so 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITU 
Devt. DX-9. Washington. D. Seige 


National Radio Institute, 
Dept. DX-9, Washington, D. C. 


Without obligating me in any way, please 
send me your free book, ‘Rich Rewards in 


Radio "also complete information on your 
practical, home-study Radio course. 

Address.......... 


Town... 
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Automobile Experts 
in Demand 


Study with the same school that helped 
to train many leading men in the 
automobile industry 


HE best proof of the value of the home-study 
courses of the Internati nal Correspondence 
Schools is the success of I. C. S. students. This 
success is especially apparent in the automobile industry 
Jesse G. Vincent, Vice-President of the Packard 
Motor Car Co., is a former I. C. S. student. So is 
Walter P. Chrysler, President of the Chrysler Motor 
Curporation. E. V. (‘Eddie’) Rickenbacker, Vice- 
president of the Rickenbacker Motor Car Co.; J. V. 
Whitbeck, President of the Cleveland Automobile 
Co.; Hiram Walker, Chief Engineer of the Chandler 
Motor Car Co., and John lLioore, designer of the 
famous Ansted Motor, are also former I. C. S. students. 


The first step they took was to mark and mail 
an I. C. S. coupon similar to the one printed below 
Make your start the same way and make it right 
now. We'll gladly send you comp'ete information 
about the I. C. S. Automobile Courses or any other 
course in which you are interested. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6252-E, Scranton, Penna. 
Oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X 
) Complete Automobile Course Gas Engine Operating 
Automobile Electric Equip- ) Complete Gas Engine 
ment Course 
“Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
(JMechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
hani al Draftsman jArchitectural Drafteman 
Conerete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
(Chemistry 


)Machine Shop Practice 

ad Positions 

Sic ivil Engineer 

}Surveying and Mapp (Airplane Engine 

tallurey Minin, Agriculture Poultry 

Steam Engineering 0 (Mathematics 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management )Salesmanship 

Industrial Management Advertising 
(Personne! Organization [Better Letters 
[Traffic Management (Show Card Lettering 
Business Law ()Stenography and Typing 
C)Banking and Banking Law ()Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)( Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mat! Clerk 


Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
JPrivate Secretary (High School Subjects 
Spanish French (iMustrating 


Street 
Address 


City 


Occupation 
If you reside in Ganeée, eand thie coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 


NOJOKE TO BE DEAF 


—Every Deaf Person Knows That 


» noises and ringing ears. They 
one sees Write me and 
will tell you true story, 
how I got deaf and how I make Medicated Ear Drum 
} you hear. Address 
. P. WAY, Artificial Ear DrumCo. (Inc.) 
A (16 Hoffman Bidg.. 2589 Woodward, Detre't, Mich. 


Increase Your Height! 


Develop al beauty Simple, 


for PREY BOOKLET TO DEPT. W 
| THE NATURAL METHOD BUREAU, ATLANTIC CITY, WN. J. 


=] | ing the daily papers to him, the last book 


or magazines, and the afternoon was 
spent writing. She went at nine and 
came home in the late afternoon. 

“Mother, their home is so_ beautiful, 
and the library is a dream. Mrs. Lane 
is kindness itself. We are always an 
hour at luncheon, and sometimes we have 
it in the arbor, sometimes in the library, 
and sometimes we even drive down to his 
club. He asks my opinion on the books | 
read. I hesitated to tell him at first—he 
is such a great man—but he insists he 
wants an opinion of a young mind. Some- 
times he declares he doesn't believe I 
know a word I have read, but he always 
finds what I say interesting. 

Lucy seemed to blossom after she began 
this work. | saw she was very, very 
happy at her work, and it paid well. 

It was early the following winter when 
she rushed in at noon, as I saw the 
Lane car drive away, crying, “Mother, will 
you let me go? Will you? I do not want 
to leave you and Josepha, but will you let 
me go?” 

“Now, Lucy, do tell us where in the 
world you want to go,” asked Josepha, 
looking very housewifey in her big apron. 

“Around the world.” 

Josepha fell right down in a chair. 

“Yes, around the world. They are go- 
ing to New York the first of the month 
and we will sail the eighth, that is if 1 
can go. Governor Lan is going to write 
a series of articles for one of the big 
magazines, and he says I have to help 
him, and Mrs. Lane will be back in an 
hour to tell you she will take good care 
of me. And Mother, my salary will be 
twice what it is now and you won't have 
to do anything any more and it will only 
be a year.” 

I stared at her, dazed and_ stunned. 
This was life. I knew I would let Lucy 
go. I could not keep her. I would not 
want to, of course. 

“But, Mother, I forgot; Mrs. Lane is 
coming to ask you to take another roomer 
and boarder. The governor's nephew is 
coming to our city the first of the month, 
and he is the new architect of the Park 
buildings and she wants you to take him 
and watch over him.” 

Another young architect! Was it go- 
ing to be another Will and Nelle affair? 
I wondered—taking him into our house 
with the attractive Josepha. 


F COURSE Lucy went with the Lanes. 

I retained only a few roomers, as 

Tom was sending home substantial checks, 
and | seemed to be getting ahead. 

I found the young nephew all that was 
said of him, and more, but he was older 
than I had supposed. He said I reminded 
him of his mother who was dead. When 
Josepha would go to a party, he would sit 
with me and many were the talks we had. 
He would tell me of his college days, of 
his ambitions, and I in turn would tell 
him of Lucy and Tom, whom he had never 
seen. He rarely spoke of Josepha, for 
he saw her every day, and she was there 
|to speak for herself, but she seemed to 
avoid him and he her, though I knew she 
admired him. 

One night he told me he was engaged 
to a girl in Boston but he found he did 
not love her, and after he returned from 
a short vacation in the East he told me 
his engagement was~ broken. “I would 
have made her unhappy had I married 
her, because she would have known I 
| did not love her as I should.” 

I told him he had done exactly right, 
and unless he could marry the girl for 
better or worse, and unless they were 
thoroughly congenial and very much in 
love, to let the girl alone. 

One night he asked me if I had any 
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objections to his taking Josepha to see 
Mrs. Fiske in one of her big successes 
I ‘heard him tell Josepha that her mother 
had given her permission, if she cared to 
go. She told him-that he should have 
asked her first, but he said, “No, Miss 
Emerson, | should consult your mother. 
I owe that to her.” 

Josepha colored up, then throwing back 
her head, said, “Of course you are right; 
you are a dear.” So they departed in one 
of the Lane cars, which he was using in 
their absence. 

I knew before long that Robert 
Christian was in love with my daughter, 
though she never said anything on the 
subject. I noticed that he always arranged 
that Josepha had little or no time for the 
many boys and younger men that fre- 
quented our house. 


6 = chilly May night they came in 
from a walk, and the man came to me 
before he had taken off his top coat. ‘I was 
sitting in front of the wood fire in the 
living- room. 

“Mrs. Emerson, 
of you.” 

“A favor, Robert, I am sure I will 
grant it. You are always so kind and 
nice to me,” I answered. 

“And I always expect to be, for I 
want you to be my mother,” he said. 

I looked at them both as they stoed 
there, hands in hands, the light of the 
fire making their faces very radiant. 

“Mother, Mother, don’t you. see_ that 
Robert wants to marry me?” the girl 
cried. 

“Yes, yes,” I smiled, and quietly added 
—"“how could he help it?” 

“Mother,” sobbed the girl, 
her knees in front of me. 

“And I do not see how you could help 
marrying——Robert.” 

Robert cabled the news to his relatives 
who were in Japan, and Lucy rushed righi 
home for the wedding; Robert said there 
was no use in waiting. They were mar- 
ried in July. Lucy brought hom 
Josepha’s wedding gown from San Fran- 
cisco—that was the gift of Mrs. Lane's 
to the bride. The governor sent a very 
substantial check, and he and his wife 
went up into Canada, where Lucy was to 
join them within a month. 

Weddings are unhappy affairs at the 
best. Josepha said if I shed one tear 
she would think I did not want her to 
marry Robert. 

Lucy came in with a great rush of 
boxes and trunks, which contained beau- 
tiful things for both her sister and for 
me from Europe and the Orient. “She 
was so full of her glorious trip that 
Josepha ang! did not have time to think. 

“It seenff that Lucy’s home-coming is 
a wedding®’ said Josepha as-she helped 
her sister unpack. “Think of dear old 
Tom coming in tonight. We must all go 
arid meet him:” 

Tom was the color of leather, but he 
looked so well—and we were all so happy 
and all so sad! Soon we would be scattered 
to the four corners of the world, if the 
world has corners. 

I wore a pale blue’ crépe that Lucy 
brought me from Paris. It was tar 
ahead of anything I had seen in our city. 
I felt twenty years younger as I looke1 
into the mirror. and Robert, coming in 
for the last look at Josepha Emerson 
said, “Now, will someone tefl me who is 
my bride?” I am sure he saw a tear 
glistening in my eye. Josepha caught 
Tom in her arms, and I heard her whis- 
per, “I could hug Robert for that. Isn't 
he a dear?” 


I have a favor to ask 


falling on 


Tom said in a husky voice, “He sure 


is some brother-in-law.’ 
The Lanes wired their congratulations 
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10 Months to Pay 
imply clip this ad, indicate 


your selection, and put it in 


an envelope with your name DOWN 


and address —MAIL IT TODAY. Your choice of 
these bargains will come Prepaid for a 15 Day 
Trial. Pay the postman $1. upon arrival. If you 
can duplicate your purchase for less money any- 
where. send it back and your dollar will be re- 
turned. If satisfied, pay balance in 10 ry 


monthly payments. NO RED TAPE—PRO 
EL TRANSACTIONS. GONFIDEN- 
YOUR ORDER TODAY. 
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L:W- SWEET INC. 


Earn $3000 to $10,000 a year. Prepare quickly dur- 
ing spare time. Also earn while you learn. 

method. 
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Sept. 2064 


iew Ferry “‘Wonder”’ telescope 
5 sections — over 3 ft. long 
open, 12 in. closed. Fully brass 
bound. Powerful lenses. 


FREE! 


FREE! 
e leatherette cov- 

ered Carrying Case, light, 
strap Hand: 
Suto tourists and hikers. Brosh. “lean see 
a the Mississippi 3 miles 
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Send name and address and Ferry W: 
8-ft. Telescope with free Carrying Case will 
come by return mail. Pay postman special 
— ice of $1.85 plus few cents post- 
tisfaction aranteed or | 

> Supply limited, order t 


| packing, and 


| dulge in them in my life—was on my way 
|to Cripple Creek, a place where my hus- 


Ferry” & Co., Dept. 1914, Chicago 


and said that their house in the city was 
to be the bride’s and groom's until they 
saw fit to leave and go elsewhere, as their | 
servants had been left with the house. 

Tom left the day after the wedding 
and wanted me to join him later, but | 
felt that my boy should have his chance, | 
and would marry in a few years. 1| 
wanted him to, and did not want him to/ 
have the responsibility of a mother hang- 
ing around. I promised him | would visit | 
hi,: when he returned to the States. 

Lucy and I spent the next few weeks 
hard weeks they were, 
too. Much of the furniture was old and 
worn and I disposed of it. Lucy said there 
were some things she felt she could not | 
give up, and perhaps she and I would} 
some day have a home and she wanted | 
me to keep them. Our china, books, and 
few good rugs we _ packed, ready for 
shipment to my old home. 

A woman does not expect a love story 
to come into her life at forty-six, with 
three children and a_ husband who 
had left her to shift for herself because 
she would not grant him a divorce—but 
= is what happened to me. 

had taken each day as it came, after 
I had returned to my girlhood home to 
live. I accepted .its sorrows and its joys, 
and tried not to let the shadows of the 
past dim my future pathway. The strug- 
gle of the years was over, the children 
| provided for, and Lucy was private secre- 
tary of a great man, 


| 
| 
| 


‘| WAS going to California to join some 
friends, but as the result of a whim— 
| and there had been little opportunity to in- 


band had sunk some money yers ago. 

I was on the rear platform, sitting near 
the door, when a man moved his chair 
aside, saying, “If you move nearer the 
rail the view is better, and I do not think 
the sun will annoy you.” 

There was a familiar ring in his voice 
of long ago, but the dominant chord was 
minor; it baffled me. 

Never had | seen anything so beautiful, 
as | sat looking down upon the great 
shadowy valleys between those immense 
mountains, from the slowly ascending 
train. 

I wanted to tell someone what I 
thought of it all. If Lucy were only with 
me! I turned and raised my veil, 

“Isn't nature wonderful?” and I was 
looking into the eyes of—Wi 

“Not half so wonderful as 
Nelle.” 

We had luncheon at Cripple Creek in a 
miserable little café, but I know neither 
of us knew what we were eating. 

We talked generalities for awhile, and 
somehow we drifted upon life as it had 
been, is, and will be, and what we might 
make of it. It was the Will I had first 
known that faced me, grown older. There 
were lines of suffering about his mouth, 


you are, 


and the lines of dissipation had left their 
path, but there was also a look in his eyes 
of a man who at last sighted a port ahead 
and was reaching for it. 

There is a lot in forgetting—more than | 
forgiving, I think—and I have tried to 
forget the years, the. sad, sorrowful years, 
and have remembered the joyous first ones 
of my married life, and those of the 
present and those that are yet to come, if 
God grants them. 

I am writing this on Will's ranch, | 
rather it is mine now. I did not go 
West as I planned, but wired my friends 
of my change of plans and their return | 
message was full of best wishes—not | 
only to me, but my husband. Will and I 
are going on our second honeymoon in 
the spring. 


Sensational 
Typewriter 


The World’s Only 
Ball Bearing Typewriter 


NEVER has there been such a typetoriter bar- 
gain on as easy terms! A genuine Silent Ball 
Bearing L. C. Smith at a 40% saving! 
Only the L. C. Smith has all ‘oe ar OO) 
these features: Ball bearings 
(636 of them) at all points of 
wear. All the writing visible all = 
the time Non-shift carriage 
2-color ribbon. All the latest 
operating conveniences Beau- 
tiful—tre-newed. Easiest running, longest wearing of 
typewriters, 
Money cannot buy a better typewriter. Recognized 
for 20 years as the finest typewriter made. s 
Government bought 50,000. The choice of railroads, 
big corporations like the Standard Oil Co., etc., be- 
cause of its exclusive ball bearing feature. 
Just mail coupon. Without delay or red tape, type- 
writer will be shipped you. Use it 10 days. See 
how speedy and easy it runs, the perfect work it 
turns out No one will urge you to buy; type- 
writer must sell itself. If you're not delighted with 
it. return at our expense. You'll want to keep it. 
You can, for $3 down—and $5 monthly. Now 1s 
the time to buy. $3 worth of extras free. Send 
coupon now before offer is withdrawn, 

° 

7/, SAVED by Using this Coupon 
SMITH TYPEWRITER SALES CORP. 
494-360 E. Grand Ave., Chicago 

Ship me the L. C. Smith F. 0. B. Chicago. On arrival 
I'll deposit $3 with express agent If I keep machine, 
I'll send you $5 a month until the $63.20 balance 
of special $66.20 price is paid; the title to remain in 
you until then I am to have 10 days to try the type- 
writer, If I decide not to keep it, I will repack and 
return to express agent, who will return my $3. You are 
to give your standard 5-year guarantee. 
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Fleur D’Or (Flower of Gold) 
PARFUM 


To Introduce this most delightful of all flower 
essences, we offer a large, orted, vial 
filied with thi: echo of a aie flower garden, 
for the insignificant sum 25c--to cover pack - 
ing and mailing costs! Each Fleur D’Or contain- 
er is a hand-biown vial of a fairylike delicacy. 
Even the stopper is protected by a go! 
cap. Ideal for go. 
and a lasting golden tt soon for- 

. Get one full nr fame vial of 

-- if out- 

side U.S. Additional viais at 
full price. 
al order now! 


MAISON D’OR — Parfumers 
147 Fourth Ave,, Desk 29 wWew York City 
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| Guaranteed M 
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Bring Back That 
Youthful Chin Line 


Two profiles of the same girl are shown above— 
one before and one after usi ig the CORINTHIAN 
COMBINATION TREATMENT. See what a 
difference the youthful chin line makes Your 
age is written beneath your chin 

Amazing results are cured quickly with the 
CORINTHIAN C SOMBIN ATION of both me- 
dicinal and physical effort This treatment lifts 
the drooping chin line by shrinking relaxed 
muscles and reducing flesh cells 

Apply the CORINTHIAN ASTRINGENT 
LOTION at night before retiring Then put on 
the net-like head plece with chin strap to hold up 
muscles and flesh while the astringent lotion does 
the shrinking—all during your sleep 

Simple, scientifie and certain, the CORINTHIAN 
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TEED treatment is delivered to you 
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| walking on egg-shells; 


and every conceivable color of 
feather and flower has been pressed into 
service, until the sanctuary on Easter 
Sunday looks like a head-on collision be- 
tween a flower garden and a poultry show! 

The present altitude of the skirts and 
their condition of “unstable equilibrium” 
—as Herbert Spencer would have phrased 
it—has left us wondering whether there 
is any limit. Is there any limit? The 
first chopping off of inches was quickly 
succeeded by more daring adventures still 
in abbreviation, until it has seemed at 
times that her modern descendants would 
outdistance even Mother Eve. Mark Twain, 
in his famous pun at the Scotch banquet, 
described Eve’s dress as “a modification of 
the Highland costume,” but the “smart set” 
of today have us wondering whether Eve's 
fig leaf will be left to modesty. 

Hoping that ridicule might serve as an 
instrument of rebuke to these follies, I 
ventured some time since, in a sermon, to 
use a couplet: 


sty les, 


Mary had a little skirt, 

The latest style, no doubt, 

But every time, she got inside, 
She was more than half way out! 


T WAS explained in the sermon that, in 

fighting the absurdities of fashion, we 
were not advocating a return to the old 
cumbersome, insanitary, street-sweeping 
skirt. Happily, there is a possible style for 
women which meets the demands alike of 
modesty, sanitation and sound sense. 
| The effects of this retreat of the skirt 
|toward the equator have been amazing, 
and the unveiling of the nether limbs of 
| American womanhood has presented a pan- 
| orama that has oscillated between the sub- 
lime and the ridiculous, the ludicrous and 
the sad. If some audacious prophet had 
told American manhood that such a variety 
of shape, size and angle in feminine calves 
existed, he would have been driven out 
|of town as an impossible prevaricator or 
a scandal monger too sordid to be taken 
| seriously. But behold the tragic and terri- 
ble reality! 

One with a touch of sentiment and im- 
agination beautifully said, in the sweet 
long ago 


The poem hangs on the berry bush, 
When comes the poet’s eye, 

The street is one long masquerade, 
When Shakespeare passes by. 


But the street today—and the hotel lobby 
and the theater foyer, yes, and even the 
vestibule of the church—is more than such 
a masquerade. It is a vaudeville show and 
the hosiery bazar and statuary exhibit 
rolled into one. The variety of legs is 
absolutely appalling, and masculinity is suf- 
fering from satiety! We have had the 
knock-kneed and the pigeon-toed, the bow- 
legged and the -siough-footed, “the ring- 
straked and the spotted,” the gracefully 
tapering and the grossly fat, the parallelo- 
gram and the segment of a circle, the pipe 
|stem and the ginger bread, the broom 
stick and the Indian Club—and all of them 
made tantalizing by an ever-changing alti- 
tude in skirts, and accentuated by the limi- 
tations of a greater or less hobble! Hence, 
it has come to pass that a man of humorous 
tendency does not have to go to the play- 
house for a good laugh. All he need do 
is stand on the street corner and watch 
the procession! One woman, slightly pig- 
eon-toed, minces along as though she were 
another faintly 


coupes io valuable. Ii ust intwented hand te « | Slough-footed, ambles the way a raccoon 


How Do They Do Itr 


[Continued from page 49] 


paces; then comes another who, in her 
frantic effort to escape an automobile, has 
to hop across the street like a wounded 
jaybird or a hamstrung frog! 

The greatest harm, perhaps, that flows 
from these modern fashions is their cheap- 
ening of womanhood. Women never win 
when they throw themselves at the heads 
of men. There is a certain reserve of 
femininity which is its chiefest charm and 
its greatest power—something of the at- 
mospher re of sanctity amid the staggering 
irreverance of today; something of the veil 
of mystery and the glamour of romance 
amid the cloying commonplace; something 
of the sweet holiness of the unattained; 
something of the sacred shyness which still 
knows a blush; something left to the 
imagination and the yearning for the ideal; 
some halo in the gloom; some softness to 
ease the crass harshness of the race; some 
little touch of transfiguration light to glori- 
fy the drab dunness and the prosaic plain- 
ness of the times. There is power in 
those things. The obvious is always un- 
desirable, and women have cheapened them- 
selves in the eyes of men—yes, good and 
bad alike—by their weakness and folly at 
these points. 

Despite all the guilt and shame of man, 
and despite the wreck and ruin of inno- 
cence to which his weakness and selfish 
passion have so often led, nevertheless, one 
of the most beautiful things of earthly 
life has been man’s innate respect and 
reverence for modest, refined and gentle 
womanhood. There is a touch of this 
chivalry even in the rudest man’s breast, 
and it delights to find the object of its 
reverence worthy. 


ES, in the grace and charm of true 

womanhood, we have the one touch of 
heaven that makes tolerable the bleakness 
of earth. Her beauty has brightened life, 
her gentleness has softened its asperities, 
her voice has. comforted its sorrows, her 
hand has cooled its fevered brows, and 
her goodness has purified its passions and 
lifted us all up nearer to God. 

Must we lose these things for the sake 
of mere “smartness”, or even for the sake 
of practical “progress” today? Some wo- 
men complain that men are losing respect 
for them. Can you wonder at it, when 
they practice such folly? 

What is the remedy for these evils? 
Well, for one thing, let American women 
assert their independence and refuse longer 
to pattern after Paris in their styles. We 
have in America the finest, strongest, san- 
est and most beautiful women on earth. 
Let them prove their true greatness now 
by breaking this degrading bondage, and 
they will serve thereby not only the forces 
that are making for decency, purity and 
health, but they will also serve the great 
cause of justice to womanhood at every 
point, for the “woman movement” of today 
is hindered by these follies. 

Why should not American women de- 
velop here in this beautiful !and of ours 
a distinctive, useful, and artistic national 
costume? The Greeks in their day did that, 
and the Japanese women of our day have 
also done the same thing. Such a cos- 
tume, lending itself to pleasing variety, 
would not only serve the cause of common- 
sense and true economy, in this age of 
staggering high prices, but it would also 
serve the cause of art and beauty, by 


giving a wholesome and attractive substi- 
tute to take the place of the hybrid mon- 
strosities of fashion, which aré now became 
from abroad to. deplete our om 

and debase our taste.. 
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natural method that WILL be ex- 
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structions. Everything mailed (sealed) 
for only $1.00. Do not miss this op- 
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The Other Mrs.Gray 


[Continued from page 611 
watched down the shady street for the 
first sight of his tall figure. And when 
at last his dear, familiar figure swung into 
view, how joyously I ran to greet him, 
| believing that we would never be parted 
again. 

The next 
happiness. 

Still, I did not tell him my wonderful 
news. I was saving it for a last glorious sur- 
prise. He held me close, and after supper 
we sat in the firelight and recounted to 
each other all the intimate little details 
which had taken place in each of our lives 
since our separation. I know that I freely 
told him of every incident in my somewhat 
uninteresting life alone, and I had no rea- 
son to believe that he was withholding 
anything from me. His pictures were 
meeting with considerable success, he said 
proudly, and then with boyish eagerness, 
he confided his “big news.” 

His instructor had offered a prize of 
one year’s study in New York under a 
famous master to the one in his class 
showing greatest advancement during the 
past three months. This prize had been 
won by my Paul! At first, the full import of 
Paul's announcement did not come to me. 
All I could think of was this great proof 
of his ability, 
whole-heartedly. 

Then suddenly I realized that this meant 
he must be away from me another whole 
year! He could not take me with him to 
New York. And during that year my baby 
— be born! I sat silent so long that 
Paul asked anxiously: 

“Lucile, darling, does it matter so much 
to you—one short year? Think how happy 
we will be when I return again, with the 
priceless experience under Monsieur Gar- 
nere’s teachings. 

Choking back my disappointment, I 

turned a smiling face toward him. I must 
not be his stumbling block. Too many 
times had I heard the story of a mill- 
stone wife who prevented her husband 
from climbing to his rightful place on 
fame’s ladder. I determined not to tell 
Paul my beautiful secret, lest he give up 
this wonderful opportunity which had come 
to him. 
The next day, Paul went back to his city 
and I went back to my work. Soon I was 
getting his enthusiastic letters from New 
York, and every letter enclosed a check 
for me, which steadily increased in amount 
as the months went on. I was very glad 
of this, as the time soon came when I 
was unable to work. Paul wrote that he 
had sold several pictures and had also won 
two more prizes of one hundred dollars 
each. When my baby, a lovely boy with 
eyes like Paul's, was born, I was about the 
happiest mother in the world. Only one 
thing was lacking, and that was to share my 
pride and joy with my husband. 


hour was one of absolute 


HE balance of the year passed slowly, 
indeed. I had resolutely stuck to my de- 
termination to keep little Paul’s existence 
a secret from my husband. [I ‘had also 
formed a delightful plan to surprise my | 
Paul. When I received his letter telling | 
that he was on his way back to Detroit, 
I would take his son and go to his address 
there and surprise him! And what a sur- 
prise it would be! I laughed happily to 
myself as I pictured his face when he 
would first see little Paul. 

At last, I held his letter in my hands. 
Eagerly, 1 opened it and found that he 
was already back in Detroit, and would be 
in Jackson the following week. Now was 
the time for my surprise! I could scarcely 
get the baby ready, I was so excited at 


and so I rejoiced with him | 
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Learn to Play 
by Ear in 90 Days 


Be a master of jazz, syncopation, melody. It 
is easy to learn at home in your spare time. 
Wonderful Niagara Method shows you how. 


By R. C. JAMES 


How I used to wish that I could sit down at the piano 
and px ur out the golden syncopation of American melody, 
like the jazz piano players I had heard. How I used to 
wish that I could be the popular one in every crowd, 

But I could not play a note. I did not know a thing 
about music, 


Niagara Method Shows The Way 

Then somewhere—just as you are reading this—I 
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wonderfully simple. I sent for Director Wright’s book 
“The Niagara Secret.” I read the book, and I knew it 

s right. 

I followed Director Wright’s principles, and in no time 
I had caught on to his ideas, 
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hours of practice—no do-re-mi—no meaningless exercises. 
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leaders play in the cabarets, clubs, hotels, dance halls, 
or theaters. 
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no matter how well—you too may become a master of 
jazz and melody by learning the simple, wonderful 
Niagara Method 
Don’t wait another day. Send the 
coupon now for the “Niagara Se- 
cret.” This book is yours absolutely 
FREI If 10c (com or stamps) is 
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booklet “How to Entertain at Piano.” 


Ronald G. Wright, Director 
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Dept. 909, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
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for him to come to Jackson? Another 
whole week? Never! That week would 
seem longer than the whole year had been. 

As the train sped along, I was lost in 
dreams of the future. Paul and I could 
select an apartment, and then in a few 
days I could return to our modest cottage 
in Jackson and get our goods ready for 
shipment to Detroit. From then on, I 
pictured to myself a life of ease and happi- 
ness, which the sale of my husband's won- 
derful pictures would bring to us. It had 
been well worth the sacrifice, I thought 
triumphantly. 

Clasping my baby in my arms, I stepped 
into the Michigan Central Depot in De- 
troit, with a queer feeling of nervousness. 
| had never before seen so many people 
at once, and they seemed to stream from 
the building And so many automobiles! 
i was carried along with the crowd to 
the street and there managed to inquire for 
a street-car which would take me down- 
town. There I found the traffic much 
denser, and little Paul, not being accus- 
tomed to confusion, began to cry fretfully. 
Seeing a park a short distance up the 
street, I made my way to it, and sank 
wearily down on one of the benches. After 
quieting my baby, I searched in my hand- 
bag for my husband’s address, which I 
had copied on a small piece of paper. 

To my terror, it was gone! I had 
opened my handbag several times on the 
train and I now realized that it must have 
fallen out unnoticed. 

I did not know a soul in Detroit, and 
had no recollection of the number or street 
of my husband’s residence. I suddenly 
realized that I should never have started 
on the trip without first telegraphing him. 

was on the point of inquiring my way 
to police headquarters to ask help in lo- 
cating my husband, when I heard a sweet 
voice exclaim, “What a darling baby! 
Please, may I hold him a moment? You 
look so tired.” 

At the friendly sound of the sympathetic 
voice, I raised my eyes and beheld stand- 
ing before me the loveliest woman I had 
ever seen. She was young, somewhere 
| near my own age, I judged, with beautiful 
brown hair which curled gracefully, and 
soft brown eyes which grew very tender 
as she gently lifted Paul from my arms. 
It was such a relief to me to see a friendly 
face, that I willingly permitted her to hold 
my baby and sit down on the bench beside 
me. 

“You look worried,” she said to me. 
“Perhaps I can help you in some way.” 

Very soon, I was telling her the whole 
| story. When I told her my name was 
Mrs. Gray, she started, and looked at me 
in surprise. 


“how strange! My 


HY,” she said, 
name is Mrs. Gray, too! 

At that we both laughed and seemed 
suddenly to have known each other a long 
time. She said she knew of several Gray 
families in the city, and she would ask 
her husband to help me find my husband. 
This I was very glad for her to do, 
indeed, and soon we were gliding along a 
smooth boulevard in the blue limousine 
| which I .had previously noticed parked 
|near the curb at the entrance to the park. 
I was surprised to find that the expensive 
car belonged to my new-found friend, and 
now for the first time, I noticed how well 
she was dressed. She must be very wealthy, 
I thought, as we sped along. She seemed 
to be greatly attracted by little Paul, who 
seemed also to be quite content in her 
arms. It was plain that she loved babies, 
land she told me how she hoped some time 
to have a baby. 

“And do you know,” she said, turning to 
me with a smile, “I would like my baby 
to look just like yours. His eyes are just 
color of my husband's, and even his 
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little chubby chin looks just like Paul’s.” 


“Like Paul's!” I. echoed, 
“My husband's name is Paul.’ 

For an instant she stared, and then we 
both laughed rather strainedly. 

“Two Paul Grays!” she cried. “Well, 
our husbands certainly ought to get on 
well together. My Paul studied art, too, 
when he first came ‘to the city, but soon 
found he could not sell his pictures, and 
gave it up.” 

At that my pride arose. My Paul’s pic- 
tures sold! They would some day*be the 
means cf securing for us a beautiful car 
like this, besides many other things. My 
I'aul would never give up his career as 
an artist. 


wonderingly. 


S THE car slid noiselessly up to the 
curb before a large and handsome 
apartment house, a queer feeling of un- 
easiness came over me, Mrs. Gray led 
me into an expensively furnished living- 
room in her apartment on the second floor. 
My friend apologized that she had no maid 
al present. 

“My husband and I have just returned 
from a year’s stay in New York City,’ 
she told me, “and I have not yet notified 
my Detroit maid of my return.” 

Something seemed to spin round in my 
head as she told me this. It gradually 
became clear to me that we were both 
trying to down a horrible suspicion which 
had formed in both our minds against our 
will 

It was all very queer. Her husband 
was an artist. So was mine. He had 
spent the past year in New York. So had 
mine! 

“My husband has written to me often, 
and once came to Jackson to see me since 
coming to the city,” I flung out defiantly, 
although my voice trembled. 

Mrs. Gray did not answer, but her face 
turned whiter, if possible. She walked 
slowly over to a large davenport and laid 
my sleeping baby down upon it. 

“My husband,” she said then, as if to 
herself, “gets lots of letters from Jackson, 
and a while back he went there on a 
business trip!’ 

Suddenly, standing there, staring at each 
other wildly, we both knew the _heart- 
breaking truth. Her Paul and my Paul 
were one and the same! She turned and 
walked haltingly into the next room, and 
returned carrying a small photograph, face 
down. Silently, she held it out to me, | 
did not have to turn that picture over. I 
knew! No wonder my baby reminded her 
of her husband! 

How long we stood there, gazing with 
fascinated horror into each other’s eyes, 
I do not know, but suddenly a _heart- 
rending groan from the direction of the 
door caused us both to turn mechanically. 
There, staring at us with agony in his 
eyes was Paul—my Paul! 

“No!” I thought hysterically, “her Paul 
—our Paul!” 

For one terrible instant, his dear eyes 
traveled from me to the other Mrs. Gray, 
then fell with a start on my little Paul, 
still sleeping peacefully in the other corner 
of the room. 

With a cry like a hurt animal, he turned 
and stumbled down the hall. Neither of 
us moved. We stood in stricken silence, as 
though stunned. 

Suddenly, the ghastly silence was broken 
by the sound of a single shot, coming 
from the rear of the apartment! 

Little Paul awoke with a scream, but 
for once his cries were unheeded. Again 
we stared at each other, and again each 
knew with absolute certainty what had 
happened. With one accord, we made a 
rush for the rear of the apartment. We 
found him stretched on the floor of the 
bathroom, a_ hastily scribbled note 
clutched in his hand: f 
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Canton Crepe 


we send you this 
snappy New 
Frock for a try-on? 
It is the newest in 
smart Spring styles 
and thiscareful repro- 
duction is a bargain 
zou should not miss. 
ilk mixed Canton 
Crepe is the beautiful 
and eable mate- 
t. rial we have used to 
fashion this new frock. 
Created with circular 
bottom, skirt. Tailored 
streamers, haveprettygilt 
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as desired. Inverted tail- 
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Tailored tie and streamers 
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trimmed tomatch.Colors: 
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Appearance 


$ now more than ever 
the key note of success, 
both in social and busi 
ness life. 

and Knock-Kneed men 
ad women. both young 
and old, will be glad to 
hear that my new appli 
ance will successfully 
straighten, within a short 
time, bow-leggedness 
amt knock-kneed legs, 
safely, quickly and per- 
manently, without pain, 
operation or discomfort. 
Worn at night My new “Lim Straitner,” Model 18, U. S 
Patent, is easy to adjust; its results will soon save you from 
further humiliation, and improve your personal appearance 
100 per cent. (Model 18 is not like old-fashioned splints or 
braces, with bothersome straps, hard to adjust, but a scientific, 
modern device of proven merit, used and recommended for 
the last three years by physicians everywhere.) 

Write today for particulars, testimonials and my free copy- 
righted physiological and anatomical book which tells you 
how to correct bow and knock-kneed legs without any obli- 
ation. Enclose a dime for postage 


M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1325-L, W. U. Building, Binghamton, N. Y. | 


Mystic Dream 
Book’ Tells what all sorts 


Forgive me! loved you both. I 
could not choose between you. This 
is the only way. Let no one ever say 
again that it is impossible for a man 
to love two women equally at the 


same time. 
PAUL. 


Together we read the pitiful confession. 
And as we. stood in the presence of the 
silent form of the man who preferred to 
die rather than cause either of us the pain 
of his love being given only to one of us, 
we could not but believe that he had 
spoken truly when he said, “I loved you 
both.” 

And how much need had we to believe! 
Eis death meant so much to both of us! 
Suddenly I realized how much more it 
must mean to the poor woman at my side. 
For hers was the greater wrong, as she 
had been no wife at all. I had often read 
of similar situations, and knew that ac- 
cording to those stories I should hate this 
woman, 


UT there was no hate in my heart as 
I looked at her, broken and dazed by 
Paul’s awful confession. 

It is now six years since that terrible 
day. 

Gayle Gordon, who was “the other 
Mrs. Gray,” lives with me and passes ,as 
my sister. Bit by bit, I have heard the 
story of my husband's temptation and fall, 
from the lips of Gayle. She couldn't seem 
to tell me the whole story at once—just 
here and there. 

She had been a young and wealthy so- 
ciety girl, having been left an inheritance 
of considerable proportions by her father 
who had recently died. At an artists’ ball 
patronized by her set, she had met Paul, 
and her admiration for the struggling 
young artist had quickly deepened into 
love. 

Paul had met with almost absolute fail- 
ure in his beloved work. At the time 
when he was in depths of discouragement, 
he met Gayle, and she it was who was 
always ready with sympathy and comfort. 
In short, she took the place which I should 
have been there to take. 

I am not blaming her, for only too well 
do I know how easy it is to turn in despair 
to the one who holds out a comforting 
hand. He had never told her that he was 
married, and she never suspected, believing 
his trip and letters to Jackson to be purely 
business, as he said. In time, she knew 
that he cared for her and also that he 
seemed to be going through some mental 
struggle which she did not, could not 
understand. 

Finally, he had begged her to marry him, 
and she did, rejoicing that she could help | 
him financially. 

As she reached this point in her story, I 
winced, suddenly realizing that all those 
sums of money Paul had sent to me must 
have come from her! 


AYLE is so good, so sweet and so 

kind that I cannot blame even my own 
husband for loving her, and if I would let 
her, she would keep little Paul and me 
with her in her beautiful home at no ex- 
pense to me. 

However, I have secured employment in 
a large department store, and so con- 
tribute my share to our living, although 
I know that she has more than enough for 
us all. 

And so we stand, side by side, the 
“other woman” and I, trying to fight down 
our memories, and lay the ghosts of our 
unfortunate pasts. Our only joy is in 
Paul, so much like that other Paul who 
gave his life rather than wreck the happi- 


ness of either of us! 
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really want 
a better job? 


RE you really trying to get ahead? Have 

you ever picked out a definite job that 

you'd like to have? Could you make good 
in that job if you got it? 

No matter what line or kind of business 
you are in, your advancement will depend 
largely on the thoroughness of your training. 

If you really want a better job and are 
willing to devote a little of your spare time 
to getting ready, the International Corre- 
spondence Schools will help you, just as they 
have helped so many other men and women 
in the last thirty-four years, 

You’re ambitious. You want 
to get ahead. Then don’t turn 
this page until you have clipped 
the coupon, marked the line of 
work you want to follow and 
mailed it to Scranton for full 
particulars. 

Marking the coupon is simply 
the act of investigation—in justice to yourself you 
can’t afford to do less—and it doesn’t obligate you in 
the least. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


is the oldest 
and largest 
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school in the 
world 


“INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS” 
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“Mind! 
room—not 
you were mine 
together. My, 
you and make 

That was hard, 
it out and Andy 
Andy! 

He told me that he expected a raise the 
next week, a two-dollar raise, making eight 
dollars a week—eight dollars all his own— 


Why, 


even 


all I want is you—a 
that, just anything ii 
and we could always be 
how I would work to help 
you happy dear.” 
that “dear,’ 

kissed me then, 


but I got 
Dear, 


all our own. And he had two hundred 
and fifty dollars laid by. That was be- 
yond my grasp—two hundred and fifty 
dollars! More money than there was in 
all the world. I had never had twenty- 
five cents of my own in all my life. 


I was twenty-one. It 
and the next day Andy took 
all arranged for two 
two breathless days of 


Two weeks later, 
was a Friday, 
off. We had it 
whole days ahead, 
anticipation. 


WE STOLE over to New York and got 
married without telling a soul, both so 
frightened we hardly knew what we were 
doing. If anyone ever needed a guardian, 
we did. Like two lost children—and Andy 
trying to pretend that he knew everything, 
and | not being able to even pretend. 

\fterward, we just went back home by 
way of Staten Island and walked from the 
steam train across to the Elizabeth Port 
ferry in the gathering dusk. Every once 
in a while I would make Andy stop and 
kiss me; then he would take me in his 
arms, awkwardly and tenderly, and just 
touch his lips to mine. 

We walked right into Pop’s saloon and 
told him while he stood wide-eyed, too 
stunned speak, before we went back 
to Mom. She cried and said she didn’t 
know what she would ever do without me, 
I cried a little, too. Then she went 
her room and came back with a dirty 
ten-dollar bill—God knows where she got 
it!—and slipped it in my hand. Pop came 
out surly-like and shook hands with Andy 
and offered him a drink, which he refused ; 
everyone in Pop’s saloon got drunk 
night It was a slim excuse for 
but all they needed was a slim ex- 


to 


that 
them, 
cuse. 

Mom helped me put my things in an 
old carpet-bag, while Andy went over to 
get his. We stayed in the grandest hotel 
in Elizabeth, with great big chandeliers in 
the center of the entrance. 

Sunday we got two little rooms 
the mill for six dollars a month 
moved in. At first, we only used about 
fifty dollars of Andy's money to buy 
things, and we walked for miles and miles 
in Elizabeth on Saturday afternoons to 
save five cents. 

Andy almost cried because he said we 
couldn't have a honeymoon, but I said I 
would much rather not spend a cent, just 
keep it for a rainy day, and then maybe 
sometime we could have a honeymoon, a 
real one, like I had read about in the news- 
papers. 

Andy said, “You know sometime, maybe, 
if I work hard and show them I mean 
business and study a lot, I can be head of 
one of the departments at the plant and 
get twenty-five dollars a week.” 

I just looked at him in awe and was 
afraid to even think of it. Somehow, it 
didn’t seem right to think of getting so 
much money. God punished the greedy! 

When our first baby came, it cut our 
savings down to nothing, but we didn’t 
care. We didn’t care about anything but 
that warm little thing that cuddled so 
close to us and cried. My, how it cried 
for hours and hours, until sometimes I got 
afraid! And Andy! He was so sweet 
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near 
and 


Life Is That Way 


[Continued from page 53] 


and considerate in doing everything for 
my comfort, all the time saying he was 
sorry he couldn’t give me more. As though 
I wasn’t the happiest person in all the 
world just having him! 

We named him David. Our minister 
told us how a brave boy in the Bible lead 
the army of Israel and killed the giant 
Goliath, and quoted from a psalm he sung: 
“For thou art my lamp, O Lord: and the 
Lord will lighten my darkness.” 

While our second child was coming, 
Andy and I used to take the little ferry 
from Elizabeth Port to Staten 
and walk up and down before the 
Andy 


across 
Island, 
little, white house we hoped to buy. 
would say: 
“Now, Ivy, 
we could put a 


right down there on the end 
shed and maybe get a 
few chickens, and I'd seed down the lawn 
and put it in good shape, and along over 
on that side we could make a garden and 
raise all our own stuff—— 

Every week the same, until people be- 
gan to know us along the road and speak 
to us. Finally, we got up enough courage 
to go see the man who owned it, and told 
him we would like to buy it if we got 
enough money sometime. 

He laughed, spat from the corner of 
his mouth, and said, “I reckon as probably 
you could buy it now, if you got any 
money at all. It’s mine, and it’s just 
been sittin’ there empty for a year.” 

He stopped chewing for a moment and 
squinted his eyes, then spat again and said, 

“I'll sell you the whole lot, house’n all, 
fer four hundred and fifty dollars.” Then 
his eyes flew wide open and he began to 
smile, waiting for us to speak. 

Four hundred and fifty dollars! My 
heart plopped down to the bottom of my 
feet. Andy looked so pitiful I wanted to 
cry, and little David did begin to cry as 
though he understood. 

Andy stammered for a minute, but he 
didn’t lose courage. “Would you consider 
four hundred?” he asked. I almost 
laughed. What on earth could he be talk- 
ing about when we only had a little over 
a hundred dollars in the bank and our 
next baby coming? 

After a few minutes the man said, “Yes.” 
So Andy said he would think it over and 
let him know the next Sunday. 

But we got it! A hundred dollars down 
and the rest as we went along. And right 
then, just when we needed it most, they 
gave Andy another raise. 

Ten dollars a week! 


NYONE who has ever scrimped and 

saved and bled with every penny they 
spent, knows what that house meant to us 
when we moved in. Just a tiny wagon-load 
of stuff we had, and they put it all in the 
middle of one of the rooms and I sat down 
on the floor in the center of it all and 
cried for joy. The paper off the walls; 
cracks in the floors; and the roof leaked 
a little in one place; and no one could 
ever tell that the woodwork had been 
painted. But it was our palace—Cinderel- 
la’s palace from the story-book—the most 
beautiful house I had ever seen. 

Ours! 

Andy bought paint, a little each week, 
until he had enough to paint the outside. 
I went without a winter coat to get cheap 
wallpaper for the inside, and Andy went 
without a decent suit of clothes to get 
shingles for the roof. We spent our last 
dollar getting glass for the windows. 

It was winter time then, and Andy had 
to walk a mile to the ferry to get the 
little ferry across to Elizabeth Port, and 
it was frozen over for the first time in 
twenty years, so that they had to pole a 
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TO HELP COVER COST OF al 
HANDLING, WE WILL SEND 
YOU A FULL CUT ONE CARAT al 


Corodite 
DIAMOND 


NO MORE TO PAY 

No C.0O.D.—Nothing to Buy or Sell 
No Strings Attached to This Offer 
We are making this remarkable offer so that 
every lover of beautiful jewelry can have 
the opportunity of comparing a _Corodite 
Gem side by side with a Genuine Diamond. 
We want you to see with your own eyes the 
fiery flashing beauty of this Gorgeous Gem. 
CORODITE DIAMONDS are double polished 
and have the true diamond (32 facet) cut. 
So closely do they resemble the genuine that 
even lifetime experts are astonished. 
The illustrations above show how beautiful a 
CORODITE looks when mounted in a Ring. 
Send your name and address and 10c in coin 
or stamps (to help cover cost of handling) 
to us Today. You will receive your Coro- 
dite Diamond by return mail, Fully Prepaid. 


E. Richwine Co. Dept.c46 


DIM PLES 


can be yours 
improve Your Beauty 100% 


A new French Discovery that 
is being used by the leading 
beauty specialists of Paris. It 

simple, harmless, easily 

device that quickly pro- 

duces fascinating dimples. 

Guaranteed absolutely harmless. 

Every woman who cares for her appearance should have this 

rence dimpler outfit, as dimples will add greatly to ber attractions. 
4 $1 for complete outfit and instructions. 


French Import Co., 89 Lexington Ave., New York, Dept. 104 


Gray Hair 


Original Color 
Withoot Dyeing 
Amazing new discovery—REVA-—restores hair to original 
color. Applied to scalp not to hair ts net a dye! Restores 
exact original shade so naturally your friende cannot notice 
change. Does not streak or crack bair. Will not wash off 
or fade. Hair keeps uniform color always. Does not get gray 
at roots. Same clear ere used for all cases. No 
sample of hair needed. RE VA 
also acts as hair tonic. Over- ree Book 
comes dandruff. Thousands have 
used successfully. No obligations. WRITE TODAY! 
CORPORATION. 1700 Wilson Ave. Dept. 46, Chicage, 


- The Irresistible Perfume Desir d’ Amour 


**LOVE’S DESIRE” 


This mysteriously alluring per- 
fume attracts and fascinates. Rich 
and poor, proud and humble alike 
surrender gladly to its seductive 
charm and gentle magic. Poignant, 
sweet and lingering as one’s first 
kiss. Lends the charm you need to 
be happy in love and social affairs. 

In crystal vial $2.75 and postage. Pay when delivered. 
Lasts for many months. Instructions included. Plain 
wrapper. 

MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12, Varick Sta, New York, Desk S. S. 


EDON'T BE 
Unlucky! 


LL around you there is health 
wealth and happiness; joy in 
love, in games, in business. Get your 
Let the confined force of 

the magic symbol! Luckodemus 
ing happiness to you. Wear this 
beautiful oxidized silver charm-com 
. fob, oF in pocket 

nd no money — poy 

postman only 97¢ when he delivers 
sealed packet of famous coin with 


LUCKODEMUS CO. 
189 Arcade Bidg., Columbus, 


rowboat through the ice. Those days I 
would sit by the window and pray for 
Andy, because I never could forget the 
day I first saw him, when they brought 
him in all dangling, and white, and half- 
drowned. 

After Carrie arrived, we had to struggle 
along, counting every penny a hundred 
times. The nights and days of pain were 
almost unbearable. But Andy sat by my 
side, holding my hand, and went off each 
morning to work with a few pieces of 
bread in a paper bag, and maybe a boiled 
egg to carry him through the day. 

Then he got another raise and we took 
out a little insurance on both of us and on 
the children. It took so much for Andy 
to buy the material for a fence around the 
place and the wood for a shed out back! 

Saturdays, we would go to Elizabeth to 
shop, hunting out the stores where things 
were the cheapest, counting every item, 
looking at things with yearning eyes, a 
sigh, and then a little laugh between us. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


the panic came and we all nearly perished 
hose days were the worst of all, be- 
cause we couldn't even give the children 


bought the house from helped us then, or 
we never would have got through, He 
would bring in a part of a sack of flour 
and a few potatoes, put them on the 
kitchen table and begin to talk so fast 
that I couldn’t get a word in edgewise. 
If I tried to thank him, he would begin 
to swear to hide his feelings. I couldn't 
say much, because I didn’t want him to 
see the hunger and tears that were in my 
eyes. 


UT we came through, and started rig!-t 

in scrimping and saving again when 
Andy got his job back at the mill. Yester- 
day’s troubles were as nothing; it almost 
seemed that things had always gone on the 
same. There was just the uncertain dread 
of the future, but we were brave. 


in this 


Fascinating Business 


ARN big 
money 
as a car- 

toonist! Mil- 

lions of dollars 

were spent last 

year on comic 

strips, political 

and sport car- 

toons, ani- 

mated car- 

toons, ¢€tc. 

. Scores of good, 
new cartoonists are needed now to meet the 


When Davie was ten, he got typhoid and | 
we almost lost him. But he lived and kept | 
on at school with Carrie until 1907, when | 


ever-increasing demand for this work. Never 
before have the opportunities in this fast- 
growing field been so many, so varied or so 
high-paying. 


Easy to Learn CARTOONING 


at Home in Spare Time 


car-fare to get to school, and Davie got | 
little odd jobs with Andy to buy enough | 
food to keep us alive. The man we} 


Regardless of how little you know about 
cartooning now, you can easily qualify for a 
position in this attractive high-salaried business. This 
home-study method starts you at the simplest fundamen- 
tal principles of cartoon-making and takes you through 
every branch of humorous and serious cartooning. You 
will be amazed at how quickly it teaches you to draw 
salable work. Many students of this method began to sell 
their drawings before they were half through their courses. 
The training paid for itself long before they finished it. 

Learn cartooning this easy way. Enjoy the fascinat- 
ing life of a successful cartoonist—easy hours, freedom 
from routine, your own boss, and $3,000 to $15,000 a year 
for this work that is play! 


Send for FREE BOOK 


Learn more about the wonderful opportunities in 
Cartooning, and details about this remarkable home-study 
method. handsomely il- 
lustrated booklet has just 
been prepared which, upon 
request, will be sent to you 
without the slightest obliga- 
tion. This booklet gives a 
thorough outline of the car- 
tooning field, and explains 
in detail this wonderful 


When Davie finally got through high 
school, he got a job in New York during | 
the day and went to college at night at a/| 
big university. Carrie stopped high school | 
at the same time, got a job as a} 
wrapper in a store and studied stenography 
at night school. They would meet and | 
come home together, then get up at the | 
break of dawn for their long trip to the| 


city. 

They both wanted to take music les- 
sons, so we got a shiny oak piano on the 
installment plan and Carrie took lessons 
at fifty cents apiece. Davie bought a cheap 
violin, and it wasn’t very long before they 
could both play real well. Sundays they 
would stay at home, and after dinner they 
would play for us and Carrie would sing. 
Andy and I would just sit in the little 
living-room with the light of love and ad- 
miration shining in our eyes, drinking in | 
every move they made. And when Carrie | 
sang “My Rosary”, Andy would get up 
and go out in the kitchen to hide the 
tears that were in his eyes. Then in the 
evening, if they went out, we would sit 
on our little front porch, holding each 
other’s hand, planning for the future. One 
night Andy said: 

“You know, Ivy, sometime we got to 
take our honeymoon. Look at us, not} 
either one of us ever been more than New | 
York away from home, just scrimping and 
saving all the time. And what have we} 
got?” 

I turned to him with my eyes wide, a 
little “Oh!” on my lips. Sacrilege! What 
did we have? Everything—everything in 
life that was worth having. Neo one in 
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method of teaching Car- 
tooning. Send for it 
today! Washington 
School of Cartoon- 
ing, Room 964-D, 
1113-15th St., N.W., 
Washington, D.C. 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL of CARTOONING 
Room 964-D 
1113-i5th St., N. W. Washington, D. C. 
Please send me, without obligation, your Free Booklet 
on Cartooning and full details of your home-study 
method of teaching Cartooning. 
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State 
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A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 


2 Can Easily be Yours 
Z Trados Model No. 25 


corrects now all ilishaped 
noses quickly, painlessly, 
permanently, and comfort- 
ably at home, It is the 
only adjusteble noseshaping 
appliance and a. safe and 
guaranteed patent device 
that will actually give you 
a perfect looking nose. Over 
90,000 satisfied users. For 
years recommended by phy 
sicians. 16 years of experi- 
ence in manufacturing Nose 
Shapers is at your service 
Model 25 jr. for children. 

Write for testimonials and free booklet, which tells 

you how to obtain a perfect looking nose. 

M. Pioneer N Specialist 
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LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Room K-Z185 Washington, D. C. 


------FREE BOOK COUPON----- 


Addreas 


Washington, D. 

i me with ligation the FREE BOOK, “Your Big | 
Opportunity."* 
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Toad to indepen- 
dence, success 
9 Outfits Given 
asa partof this 


nent Wavin 
Dressing, Manicuring 
Open a Beauty Shop —t"! 
Man-size incomes, $5,000 to $15 000 a year. 
by many owners. Get my 
rite today for cc Beauty Culture BO: IK 
Adele Educational Director 
» Chicago, In. 


In the auto, tractor and elec- 


position the world’s greatell business Auto Tractog and 
Electrical Experts carn up to 


$10,000 a year and betrer Get My — 


Mpay evela Chicago a 
pay your for weeks 
BIG FIRMS NEED 
MEN 


McSWEENY 
AUTO, TRACTOR AND 
ELECTRICAL SHOPS 


(Address Shops nearest you) 


Without obligation. send me your big 
howk and details of your special 
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brushing little 
j}and scowling at me and 


all the wide, wide world had any more! 


For a moment Andy sat quiet, then he 
ouched my hair and cheek and_ said, 
‘Sometime God will have you for an 
angel in heaven, Ivy.” 

1 called him an old silly, making | 
it his age, and went in to get a wrap, 
hecause my voice was choked with tears 
of happiness 

\fter Carrie had been working about 
a year, she began bringing home a boy 
with her every Sunday. She didn’t have 
to tell me that she loved the very ground 
he walked on, always hanging on every 
word he said as though it were the gospel, 
things off his clothes, 
Andy when we 
did something wrong before him. 

It had seemed only the day before that 


| God had given her to me to have for all 


of my life, I thought, when suddenly 
she was gone—married and living in New 
York But it was fun to boast to the 
neighbors about her and about her hus- 
band, a clerk with fine chances for ad- 
vancement. It wasn’t as though he didn’t 
know what a dollar was worth, either. “A 
comer,” Andy called him. 


HEN Davie got through college, his 

firm kept him in their New York 
plant for a year. Then one night he came 
home with his face all aglow and picked 
ine right up off the floor and swung me 
around until Andy shouted at him, and I 
had to sit down and gasp my breath back. 
He had been made manager of one of 
his firm’s factories in Pittsburg and 
would go there to live. My, how proud | 
was, but at night I cried into my pillow— 
life seemed to give and take so fast! 

After the war, Andy’s firm made him 
the head of his department at forty dollars 
a week. Thirty years before, we had 
spoken in awe about the time he might 
get twenty-five, our highest pinnacle of 
success. With the children gone, I -had 
more money; but we put it in the bank 
and continued to buy sparingly in the same 
old way, taking our weekly trip to Eliza- 
beth and seeking out the least expensive 
stores. 

Sometimes I went to New York to see 
Carrie. I took her five or six nice 
fresh eggs and a box of ginger snaps or 
a little candy. But instead of seeming 
pleased, she tried to hide it away from 
people and it hurt me. Five or six eggs 
were a blessing from God when Andy and 
I were first married! 

One night out on the porch, Andy 
cleared his throat like he always did 
when he was going to tell me something 
that might not please me. I waited. 


Andy.” 

“We ought to get 
more things now.” 

“I suppose we had, Andy.” 

“Bill Santz showed me his new Ford 
today.” Then I knew what was coming. 

“Was it nice?” I asked, and thought of 
all those days of scraping and saving. 

“It’s fine, with a self-starter and win- 
dows on the sides to keep you warm in 
the winter—a sedan they call it. You 
know, Ivy, I think we ought to get one!” 

He hastened the last few words to get 
it over, and I did just what he expected me 
to—said, “Oh, Andy!” 

“Yes, sir! With the children gone, and 
me still riding on my bicycle down to the 
ferry every day, and you cooped up here 
alone all the time, you could take me 
down in the morning and come get me at 
night and get down to the stores in the 
daytime, and go calling on people.” 

“Me run it, you mean?” I asked. 

“Sure! Why not? Bill says his wiie 
runs his all the time.” 


around more, see 
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Andy ?” 


guess you 


suppose I—I could, 

“Certainly, you could. I 
could do anything his wife could 
more, too, for that matter.” 

“IT expect I could at that.” We sat 
there quiet for a few minutes, and finally 
I said, “Andy, do you suppose we could 
go some place in it—some place far away 
—like—like a honeymoon ?” 

I never have seen Andy act the way he 
did then. He just laughed and laughed, 
like he used to years before, and after a 
while he said, “We never did have that 


“Do you 


and 


honeymoon, did we?” And I shook my 
head, because I couldn't speak. Oh, what 
a dream! A honeymoon after all those 


years of being cooped up in one place, 
never seeing a thing, no real happiness 
like other people seemed to have... . 

We got the sedan the next Saturday. It 
took Andy three weeks to learn to drive 
it right. It took three months to teach 
me. That was the closest Andy ever 
came to getting really mad at me in all 
his life. He used to drag me out of the 
house when I was cleaning, an old dust- 
cap on my head, and make me back it in 
and out of driveways and turn around. I 
couldn't remember the name of the pedal 
you put your foot on to go ahead, and 
would call it the “go-ahead” pedal and 
the other one the “back-up” pedal. Andy 
would laugh and kiss me right out in the 
street, and both of us over sixty years old! 

Andy built a little garage out in the 
back-yard. Then he cut a driveway down 
through the lawn beside the garden and 
got a man to bring cinders from the mill 
to cover it, because we felt that we 
couldn’t afford regular gravel. 

In June we began to plan our honey- 
moon like a couple of children. We got 
pamphlets and circulars from all the rail- 
road companies and newspapers, and 
looked at the pictures and studied them 
over until all the world seemed so much 
more beautiful than our little home. 
Somehow, all our years of happiness to- 
gether seemed wasted, we had seen so 
little of what the world offered! 


Finally, we decided that the best thing 
to do was to go down through New 
Jersey to Philadelphia and out through 


Pennsylvania to Pittsburg to see Davie— 
just surprise him. Andy had two whole 
weeks of vacation with pay, mind you, and 
that seemed like enough time to drive all 
the way to California and back again. 


Y, HOW we worried and fretted, get- 

ting things ready, locking up the little 
house we had never spent a night away 
from since the day we moved in, thirty 
years before. Andy spent the last two 
days in the garage tightening up every- 
thing that he had tightened three times 
before, looking at the oil gauge, kicking 
the tires to test them—as though that did 
any good! 

We drew three hundred dollars from 
the bank and bought a money-belt that 
Andy could wear next to his skin to keep 
it safe. We looked at the crisp fifty dol- 
lar bills in awe, and Andy said: 

“We'll spend every penny of it and not 
worry a bit.” 


The first day it was glorious. We went 
down along the Jersey coast as far as 
Asbury Park and saw all the lights at 


the people. The waves, 
roaring in from the ocean, frightened me, 
they seemed so big and strong. And 
there were ships way off on the horizon, 
their lights blinking in the night like 
fireflies. People, people, millions of them, 
it seemed. How I envied their having 
all the world to roam! I had always been 
just in one little place—a terrible place, 
it began to seem. 
Somehow or other, we 


night and all 


never thought 
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so quickly J 
Das astonished 
at the wonder 


ful results ~ 
& By Miss Karsten 


For years I everything to remove wrinkles, frown 
Marks and crowleet which marred my beauty, hindered 
tmy pleasure in social life and made me look old before my 
time, but without results. 

One day I met a friend who just Spucnet from abroad 
and gave me this wonderful secret, reme,'’ dis- 
covered in Egypt which preserved the 

outhful appearance the fairest 
eyptian Beauties. I tried it—the re- 

Its were touching could not be- 
jieve my ey After a few 
faa wrinkles and worry lines 


ing away. Within 3 days my s in 

ame frm and youthful freshness Frown 
was restored. Lines 


face? Why allow deep frown lines or 7 
feet to mar your ce when they can 


removed as if by magic? No ted- 

ing—no ful ful treatment es 
New Youth ** ‘Creme’ wi!l bring back to 
gour face. 


face Crow’s-feet 
Special $5.00 Jar $1.69 
(Only one toa La 
costly Ingredients. 10,000 re 
quick distribution. Si vay postman $1 
ment. eat you coy. refond 


JEAN LABORATORIES” 
626C S. Paulina Street CHICAGO, ILL. 


Learn Piano! 


"ye This Interesting Free Book 
Learn shows how you can become « ekitied 


player of piano or organ at quarter 
usual cost. It shows why one lesson 
ec with an eqpert is worth a dozen other 
lessons. Quinn's famous Written 


Method includes all of the many impor- 
tant mode ements in tea « music. Brings nt to your 
home the arent advantages of conservatory study. For the beginner 
experienc players Highly endor, Successful graduates 
every where Scien: to Fully illustrated. 
Ail mm usic free. Di, Wri lor free book. 
Quinn Conservatory, Studio SA 24, 598 | Columbia "Rd, Boston, 25, Mass. 


Enlarged Nosepores, Pim- 
ples, Blackheads, Red Nose, 


Oily Skin, Sallow Complexion and 
other miserable local skin affec- 
tions will be quickly remedied and 
overcome with M. Trilety’s A. B. A, 
Lotion, leaving the skin in a clean, 
clear and natural healthy condition, 
No aticky or oily substance, but refreshing 
and fragrant. ay! at night A 3-028. bot 

tle sent on receipt of $.7 Address M. 
Trilety 62 W. U. Bidg., 


BUST DEVELOPED 


Three Treatment is the 

E that gives FULL 
V oF NT without Baty 
exercises, pumps or other danger- 
ous absurditie 2S. I send you @ 


GUARANTEED TWO DOLLAR 
14- DAY FRE EE 
TREATMENT 


If you send a DIME toward expenses, 
varge Aluminum Box of my Won- 
der Cream included.) Plain wreper 
IS IT WORTH 10c TO YOU? 
If not, your dime back by ‘Ry aie 
Address NOW, with ten agg 
Mme. E. B. Williams, Buffalo, N 


Stop Using a Truss 


STUART’S PLAPAO- 
PADS are different from 
the truss, being mechanico- 
chemico applicators made 
Gelf-adhesive purposely to 
hold the distended muscles 
securely in place. Neo straps, 
buckles or spring attached 
—cannot slip, so cannot 
chafe or press against the 
pubic wens. have 
successfully treat them- 
selves at home without | 
Gold Medal ndrance from work—most a0-Simile 
Obstinate cases conquered. Grand Prix 
Soft as velvet—easy to apply—inexpensive. Awarded 
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is 
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. We 
Drove it by sending Trial of Plapao Paoietely FRE 
Write Co on Coupon and send TODA 


Plapao Co., 886 Stuart Bidg., St. 

Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapso 


about where we were going to stay until 
it was most ten o'clock. It just seemed 
that there wasn’t any place to sleep other 
than our own bed. We started to look 
for a hotel and finally we found one that 
looked nice and clean. 

But five dollars for the two of us for 
one night! It seemed terrible. And yet, 
there was the three thousand dollars the 
man left us from whom we bought our 
house. And our own house and lot were 
worth four thousand now, and we had 
nearly four thousand dollars in liberty bonds 
and in the savings bank, But you never 
could tell when something might happen! 

We counted our money before we went 
to bed and found that we had spent nine 
dollars already, not counting the room. 
There was grief in my eyes and I couldn't 
hide it from Andy. 

“Now, remember, Ivy,” he said sternly, 
“we said we wouldn’t worry about what 
things cost!” 

But everything seemed so _ strange! 
The bed was hard, and I wondered if 
everything was all right at home. 


WO more days—the longest days | 

had ever known—and I was so tired! 
No place to lie down like my own little 
couch, and it was so hot without one of 
my gingham work-dresses on! After a 
while I noticed that Andy didn’t look out 
the window at the scenery any more— 
just straight ahead, grim and worried-like. 
I tried to cheer him up, and he would 
turn and smile at me and say, “Isn’t it 
all just fine?” and I would nod my head 
and be all enthusiastic. But I wasn’t. 

The fourth day was the end. When 
Andy said, “Isn't it all just fine?” I burst 
out crying all in a second and said, “No 
it isn’t—it’s all uncomfortable and it’s not 
as beautiful as home, Andy. Please let's 
go back!” 

He looked at me rather startled for a 
moment. Then he pulled up alongside the 
road and smiled the first real smile I had 
seen for four days. 

It was just getting dusk when we drove 
in our driveway at home two days later. 
The sun had gone down behind the 
meadows, leaving a great splotch of pink 
and lavender and purple in the sky, and 
the shadows crept out across our little 
garden and into the windows of our little 
white house—our Cinderella palace. 

Andy stopped the car and we got out, 
slowly, our faces like persons who have 
just seen the light of God. We walked 
around the garden and out to the little 
tool-shed and Andy picked a few weeds 
out of the flower-bed. Then we sat down 
on the bench under the apple tree and 
Andy took my hand and said, “Remember 
that song Carrie used to sing? 

‘Are as a string of pearls to me— 

I count them over every one apart — 
That’s it, Ivy. Our Rosary—yours and 
mine—all this. No place in all the world 
could be so beautiful and wonderful to 
us. We've scrimped and saved too long 
to have this. We're old; we're in our 
groove of happiness.” 


There were tears of joy in my eyes 


and I put my head on Andy’s shoulder— 
dear, dear Andy. I heard him gulp like 
a big overgrown boy, and when we got 
up and went into our palace our eyes 


were wet. 


APPLE CORES 


A little boy had always wanted to have a 
great, big, red apple all to himself, instead 
of the halves and the cores. But when he 
grew into manhood he understood the real 
meaning of it all. This powerful story is 
coming in the May issue. 


We will send this famous watch, express pre 
paid, for you to examine, to inspect, to ad- 
mire, to approve without one penny advance 
payment. Examine the watch and be con- 
vinced it’s the best watch buy you ever saw 

a small payment down, the balance in 
easy MONTHLY payments. You use the 
watch while paying for it. 

Ladies’ Wrist Watches 

Artistic, dependable ladies’ wrist watches— 
perfect timepieces, beautiful hand-engraved 
eases in white or green gold. Send for New 
Watch Book and see the new shapes and 
designs. Sent on approval and sold 
payments. 

Just Out!—New ‘Santa Fe’’ Watch Book 
Send for our New Watch Book—just off the 
press. All the newest watch cases designs in 
white or green gold, fancy shapes and thin 
models are shown. Read our easy payment 
offer. Wear the watch 30 days FREDP. 
Watch sent for your examination and ap- 
proval without a penny down Nothing to 
risk. See the watch before you buy. 

Write for New Book Today—It’s FREE. 
Select Your Watch NOW! 

SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
4115 Thomas Bidg., Topeka, Kansas 
(Home of the Great Santa Fe Railway) 


SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
4115 Thomas Bidg., 
Topeka, Kansas. 
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tion your New Watch Book Free, explaining 
your ‘““‘No Money Down 
Fe Special Watch. 
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Play a Tune 


On Your Favorite Stringed Instrument 


In 10 Minutes! 


No Tiresome Practice 
No Knowledge of Music Necessary 


Now you can pick up y mur favorite stringed instrument 


snd play a tune almost instantly, even if you don’t know 
ne note of music These wonderful “Instant Playing’ 
Instruments take all the work out of learning to play 
No expensive lessons © complicated musical signs and 
symbols Play by numbers instead of notes (or by notes 
if you wish) Just press the numbered keys and 


u are playing tunes Hundreds are playing ‘Instant 
iaying’’ Instruments who could never learn the old 


way 
Amazing New Invention 
This is not merely a system of instruction—it is a 
new device invented by a musician, Prof. James F 
Reed that revolutionizes stringed instrument playing 


Insta Playing Instruments give clearer, truer tones, 
ire easier to finger and anybody can play Famous 
Vaudeville Star, Trixie Friganza, writes: “‘I learned to 
play a tune in 3 minutes and had never touched a 
stringed instrument before.’ John Matise wrote: “‘Plaved 
tunes on a Guitar the same day and am delighted Any- 
ne can play.’ Leonard Cleary: “In only a few days I 


It certainly is one 
“I was playing in 


ve had my money's worth in fun 
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ur friends will be astonished at your learning to 
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COMMERCIAL ART 


Meyer Both Company, maintaining the 
most widely known Commercial Art 
Studios in the World, offers you a practical 
training based upon 25 years’ success in produc- 
ing over a quarter million drawings for leading 
advertisers. This attractive profession equally 
open to men and women. Home study in- 
struction. 


Get Facts Before You Enroll in Any School 


Send 4c in stamps for illustrated book 
telling of the succees of our students. 


MEYER BOTH COMPANY, 
Dept. 93 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St, 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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The Aristocrat 


[Continued from page 55] 


with strangers, and this so-called Aristo- 
crat with his skinny body, scrawny neck, 
and round, empty head 

“Well,” said Uncle Dan, 
going now!” 

We got up and watched his face when 
he found the tar had soaked through the 
handkerchief and smeared up his pants. He 
got white and shaky and violent. 

“I believe you knew this would happen !” 
he shouted. 

“Now, now!” drawled 
“W hat’s a pair of pants, Mister Dewy? 

“Du Casse!” said he, pronouncing it 
“Do Cassey.” 

So Uncle Dan and I helped him tear 
his pants trying to get the tar off, but we 
couldn't quite enjoy ourselves for thinking 
of Hilda, and when he had gone, Uncle 
Dan looked hard at me and said: 

“No reason to talk too much, Billy, like 
a damn’ aristocrat!” 

So we grinned at one another, 
never said a word. 

But I couldn’t help but think a bit. 


“we'd best be 


Uncle Dan. 


>” 


and I 


ILDA! Gosh, she had got pretty since 

I had been out to Boston. I was there 
for three years, shipping out with my 
uncle as third engineer on a tramp steamer, 
but I had become homesick and come 
back for a season of fishing. 

I'd seen a little of the world: Cuba, 
Porto Rico, Panama, Rio, and over in 
Belfast and Liverpool, to say nothing of 
New York, London, and those places where 
you expect to go, anyhow. I had my 
second engineer papers, and had expected 
to get back to the old ship before Christ- 
mas. But,—— 

Well, I had not thought Hilda was so 
lovely ! 

[| knew that Uncle Dan liked me. He 
had liked my father when they were young 
men together, and at one time they had 
been partners in the boats. 

I walked slowly up the road, not minding 
the drizzle very much, and thinking about 
Hilda and even dreaming a little, as a 
man is apt to do. But when I came to 
Uncle Dan’s house, I just kept on walking, 
because I had an idea that if I went in, 
my face was liable to get red and give 
me away. I never did have a girl. 

I did a bit of thinking that evening. 
It was only September as yet, and I might 
as well try her out, and see if she liked 
me, or was liable to, and if she did not— 
why, there was my berth waiting for me! 
But if she kind of let me know she rather 
liked me, why—that was another story! 

So I studied around the subject, taking 
soundings to see how I stood, and decided 
that the best way would be to ask her to 
come to church with me next Sunday. But 
then I saw that might make her feel like 
I was going too far, so I would ask her 
if she wanted me to come with her family, 
and walk with her. 

Of course I knew that as soon as the 
other men found out what I was up to, I 
would have to face a lot of Sa but, 
no matter. She was worth i 

But next day, which was es I 
saw Hilda, and my mouth got to feeling 
dry, the way it did when I was a stoker 
and went on duty after smoking too much 

sort of dry and choking. So I just 
asked her opinion on the weather, and she 
gave me a steady look, knowing well 
enough that I was not in the habit of 
asking anyone’s opinion on the weather. 
She answered so sweetly that I felt that 
I could go a bit farther. 

“Hilda,” I asked her, “would you mind 
if I—sorta, kinda—walked with you and 
Dick and Dan and Uncle Dan from the 
| chur’ 
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“And brother Bill?” she asked solemnly. 
And I shied like a horse, for she had 
Uncle Dan's exact manner. 

Then I said, stern-like, “Hilda, would 
you walk with me from church?” 

My face got red, then, and I knew she'd 
know, but I stopped being careful, and 
she hesitated. 

“And will you be my girl, Hilda?” I 
said. 

Then everything stood still, and I some- 
how forgot everything else, it was so im- 
portant. I had not meant to speak so 
soon and so suddenly, but—shucks! It 
was out! 

Then she laughed at me, and teased me, 
but she didn’t say either she would or she 
wouldn’t, but only teased me some more. 
lt was torture, but it was sweet, too! 

“We'll see!” was the nearest she would 
come to saying she would, but she got a 
bit red in the cheeks, and looked sideways 
at me from her eyes, so I felt that things 
could be worse. 

That day I was a bit light-headed, and 
laughed a good deal, and said I was think- 
ing of the skinny city aristocrat whenever 
they asked me why. But Amos Andrews 
took most of the fun out of the whole day 
when he said to me, right out before the 
whole post-office: “Well, Billy, perhaps 
you'll sort of stop laughing about that 
aristocrat guy when you find he’s cut you 
out with Hilda!” 

Darn them, anyhow! Knowing I liked 
her before I knew myself, almost! 

“I could throw him over the Bay!” I 
said. 

“That you could, Billy!” said Amos An- 
drews, “but so could any man with the 
least heft to him. No, my boy, you will 
have to fight him some other way, if you'd 
get any credit out of it!” . 

So I saw what he meant. If I fought 
the city fellow with my fists, it would be 
so easy a victory that it would not count. 
But | thought of him calling on Hilda, 
and all at once a red haze came down on 
me, and I went down to the cove and sat 
by myself in the old fish-house that is not 
used any more. 

I sat for a time, grinding my teeth, but 
then I began to think of Hilda, and how 
pretty she was, and her shy way of sitting 
when she was in church, and the color of 
her eyes, and how she had teased me, Then 
things got brighter, and soon I got up and 
walked, casual-like, up the road to Uncle 
Dan’s house. 


NCLE Dan was in the kitchen. He 
looked at me, slow and thoughtful, 
then asked: 
“You come to see Hilda?” 
Darn him! How did he guess that? 


“Yes,” I said, and sat down and looked 
at him. 

“Th’ damn’ spindle-shank’s took her for 
a walk!” he said. 


So I just sat still for a while, and after 
little things got quiet in my head. 

“Then I'll be going!” I said. 

“You young fool!” said Uncle Dan in 
his old time quarter-deck way. “D’yuh 
mean to sit there and tell me to my face 
that you'll let that berry-bellied, stalk- 
legged, wall-eyed. triple’ damned idiot beat 
you all hollow? I always thought the 
MclIlwains had guts!” 

“They have!” I said, and put my hat 
back on the table. 

Uncle Dan grunted. 

“They have not! If they sit back and 
wait for someone to bring the fight all 
the way to them. Get out of this house, 
and look down the wood-lot of Jerry 
Ferguson !” 

I turned that over in my mind, and 
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PEOPLE ADMIRE DAINTY ANKLES 


Thick or swollen ankles can quick 
ly be reduced to dainty slender shape 
by new discovery of special ae 
| cessed rubber. 

| LENOR ANKLE REDUCERS. 

Ankles Actually Look Thin While Getting Thin 
| Different in reducing action ae all 
other reducers lip on when you go to 


ed and note amazing results oaxe morn 
ing. Reduces and shapes ankle and lower 
calf. Slips on like a glove. No strips of 
| rubber te bind and cause discomfort 
| Nothing to rub in or massage. Enables 
you to wear low shoes becomingly. Worn 
under stockings without detectior sed 
by prominent actresses. Send $3.75 and 
we will send you Lenor Ankle Reducers in 
lain package subject to your inapection 
tive size of ankle and widest part of calf 


| LENOR MFG. COMPANY 
| 503 Sth Ave., New York, Suite H-C-4 


Are You Timid or Self-Conscious? 
Bashfulness, timidity, blushing, confu- 
sionandself-consciousness can be quickly mastered. 
Interesting, instructive, illustrated FREE TREATISE tells 
how toattain poise and a charming personality, gain courage 

control and confidence, and win success in love. social or busi- 
ness affairs. Sent free and postpaid. Write for it TODAY 
RESEARCH INSTITUTE, tation 34, JACKSON, MICH. 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH- 
ING photos Men or women. No selling 

or canvassing. We teach vou, guarantee 
employment and furnish WORKING OUT- 
FIT FREE. Limited offer. Write today 
Arteraft Studios, Dept. 35, 3900 Sheridan Rd., Chicago 


HOW TO OBTAIN 
BEAUTIFULLY SHAPED LIPS! 


M. Trilety’s new lipshaper, 
together with its thick lip 
astringent lotion, will now 
reduce protruding, prominent, 
thick, unshapely lips to nor- 
mal and thus improve your 
facial features 100 per cent, 
My new appliance is com- 
fortable, easy to adjust, and 
is worn at night. It will also 
promote correct breathing and 
eliminate the harmful and 
annoying habit of snoring. 

Write for full information, 
testimonials, ete., without any 
obligation on your part. 


M. Trilety, Dept. 117-SP, Binghamton, N. Y. 


BEA MAGICIAN! 


Gaze into your mysterious CRYSTAL 

Tell your friends all the intimate things about 
them that you ou = thrill 
them. wonderful game. FREE book on 
Crystal Gazing given with each order for an 
orient al crystal ball. Send money or pay post- 
SIZES: $2.25 and 
Give birth date with ¥.. our order and 
EE HOROSCOPE. Write NOW. 


CRYSTAL BALL CO. 
901 Broadway, Dept. 706, N. Y. C. 


Ring Watch 


ICHLY engraved in solid white 
gold effect Set with 14 gorgeous 
bl 


blue white gems of startling bril- 
liancy Blue synthetic sapphire crown 
jewel. 


SECRET ROUGE AND 
MIRROR hidden under dia’ 


Send te Money. 
Just name, address and .45 
strip of paper for fing 
size. Pay postman $2 “5 5 Complete 
plus postage on delivery 

Dept. 
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No More Wrinkles 


You too can have a firm 
complexion, smooth as satin 


PARISIAN FLESH FOOD 
Restores youthful freshness, revives 
beauty marred by time, illness or neg- 
lect. A sure way to regain the charm 
of a clear, wholesome complexion. 
Amazing results in short time. Re- 
moves wrin. crowsfeet, frown 
ines, furrows. Restores elasticity to skin, and firmness 
to underlying tissues. Fills hollows of face and neck. 
Remarkable Bust Developer 

F ~ 7 E Renews youthful firmness. Makes skin smooth 

and soft. Most welcome discevery—not an ex- 
periment—thousands made happy during many 
SAMPLE years. Write today for FREE trial sample and 

Beauty Secrets. Enclose 10c cover 
cost of MME. FOULA 


then I grinned for a_ second, and got.! 
But when I caught up with them and 
sort of wandered right into their com- 
| pany, I saw that I was to have a harder 
fight than I had expected, for Hilda was 
}on the side of the city man, 
| Don’t talk to me about quitting! 1} 
|} warn you right now, don’t talk to me 
about quitting! I stuck and kept shut 
|up, even when that bony imitation of a| 
| man called me a boor and a _ buttinsky. 
| Hilda said little, but she looked mad. | 
stuck all afternoon, until they had to go 
back, as Hilda cooks supper for Uncle 
Dan and his boys, and the only time | 
grabbed that fool was when he kicked my 
shin real hard in a sneaking sort of way. | 
But he was so skinny and silly that I 
just lifted him off the ground for a| 
minute and stood looking into his eyes. 
Then I began to notice that he was 
sque: iking. 
“Let me down!’ 


No Diets, No Exercise, No Drugs 
(NOTHING INTERNAL) 


—quick !” 
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whiz > ? solve Florazona in your bath. Stay in for fifteen 

at e di then ou do not, but minutes; and }slb. to 1 pound of weight melts away. 


* he said. “Let me down 
| 


tell you. 
He stepped back and sneered. Te-¢41 Flo-Ra-Zo-Na 
“You see?” he said to Hilda. “My | | ¢ meats 1 Absolutely Haresless 
superior mind compelled his obedience!” | 1919 


4 yy Physicians, nurses, and thousands of delighted users 
Y MOUTH sort of hung open for a recommend this natural way to reduce. Florazona, 


minute, then I k 0ked at Hilda, and a fragrant powder, contains no epsom age a alum. 
. pure and harmless Simple, safe, sure, 
hope to die if she didn’t look as if she natural, © euvings yourself that Florazona will re- 


lieve im! duce your weight Package containing three 
believed him! . concentrated bath treatments only $1.00 postpaid. 
But the only thing I could do was to) Guaranteed to reduce you, or your money back. 


stick. So I stuck. 

Well, I put in a pretty hard week, just "Money-Back papi di 
sticking. I never have been much of a Guarantee 
talker, unless I was all ready to say what 


I wanted to tell, so I must have seemed 


D, 100 Sth 
FLORAZONA Corp,, Suite E Bath Treatments, 


pretty darned dumb beside that chattering $2.00 for 
Sunday he had walked home with Hilda | and 


from the church, 
Monday he stayed around Hilda all day. | 
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and 
Friday, likewise. 
But on Saturday he thought he’d show | 
me a trick, and took Hilda for a ride in| ~—_ ee 


Address . 


|}and they weren’t there, so I saw that 


| 1 get the name of Billy-on-the-Point, to 


262 Parisian Bidg., Cleve’ 
AGENTS WANTED 


an auto. Shucks, I borrowed Uncle Dan's 
Ford and as soon as I got used to the 
way she answered her helm, I got after 
them, myself, 

I went down to the end of the road, 


they must have ducked up the Point road, 
but the Point is my land, which is where 


show me from my Uncle Jim’s boy, Billy. 
Sure enough, there was his auto near 
the end of the road, so I stopped and cast 
anchor, tying the Ford to a tree because | 
| wasn’t quite sure of the brakes, and 
began to hunt around. | 
There I found them up on the banks, | Released 
overlooking the Bay. The banks are the 
cliffs that line the coast up around here. Pp rt 
He was asking her to toate him! e umes 
I felt myself getting red-hot, and then and other Rieger Toilet Articles 
the idea that Hilda might take him came | SpecialAssortment—Regular Value $2.50 
to_me, and everything got sort of dizzy | Now offers yea an opportanity of becoming 
for a while. Then I heard Hilda teasing for 6 68 years the choice of discriminating perfume user: 


ghout the world. Read this list of the charming toi- 
him, but very gent ly — cate letries that have been especially selected for you to try— 
“But, Mr. du Casse,” she said, “you Full 


do not seem to understand that with us a| Bigger Flower Drops . 2 
man and a girl go together for about a cot Kise (A tantalising fragrance) foe 
year before they even speak of love!” 

“That,” he said carelessly, “is all right | Go (os. 9.09) 
for country people, such as most of you! Powder: 
are, but, I could fancy him play-| Powder. Gar 200 
ing with that trace of a mustache, “but, Total value $2.50 
my dear girl, I am a du Casse, an aris- Alll of the above sent you for only 98c! 

Full size packages at all dealers or direct. 


tocrat, if I say so myself! Better think Order from above list. Money back if not satisfied. 


it over, my dear! - You will not get an- 
po like this!” Send No Money 


I was grinding my teeth so that it is | Just send name and address (a post card will do). Fay 


a wonder I had any teeth left, but I held postman on delivery ee end tadavt 


in, waiting for Hilda’s answer, and I am! Paul Rieger & Co., (Sines 1672) 153 First St., San Francisco 
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This Hawaiian Guitar ex- 
pert an professor wants 
the opportunity to welcome 
you as a student so you will 
quickly learn how to play 
Hawaiian Guitar—yes, you will 
be able to play just like the native 
Hawaiians. To get you started 
and help your musical success 
which will bring you pop- 
ularity, you will receive a 
beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, 
the same as the one pic- 
tured, free when you en- 4 
roll. Our short cut methe 
od of instruction will 
enable you to play a 
»iece almost fre she 4 

ret lesson. Rush 
coupon for full pare N 
ticulars today an 
we will reserve a gift 
Hawaiian Guitar fos 
you. 


Learn to 
Play Quickly 


With our short cut method of instruction 
you will quickly learn how to play Hawaiian 
Guitar which will bring you poy ~4 arity and social sux 
cess. You learn to play from notes. If you never bad 
any musical training, you will quickly get on, becaus: 
our nine experts have perfec ted a course of home 
instruction which is as simple as learning A, B, C’s. 


Picture and Phonograph Record 
Method Easy printed lessons only for your 


success, but we furnish pictures of our professors play 
ing, diagrams, charts and phonograph records 
for each lesson. This practically brings our 
professors from our studio to your own home 
and enables you to listen to their playin 
just as if they were actually in | a 
you. To prove this is casy, we wi 

you your first lesson free. 


Rush Coupon—Send No Money 


So positive are we that you will become one of 
our students, we will send free without obligation, 
our first lesson. Also receive our free big book 
which gives particulars about our course. Write 
for your free book and your free lesson today. 


HAWAIIAN STUDIO No, 794 
of New York Academy of Music 
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please rush your free book, “‘How to Learn Hawalian 
Guitar” and my first lesson. Also reserve a gift 
Hawaiian Guitar for me. This obligates me in no way 
whatever. 


We don’t depend upon 


Chey 


PosT 
PAID 


perenne! stationary yoo be use Ly ideal gift 
friend's if 
Just send $1. 00(weet Denver and catside U.S., and 
supply of stationery will come by return mail, poe pr 
packed ina sturdy biue box. Plesse write or clearly. 
service and satisfaction guaranteed of money refunded. 


1914 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, Wingis 


glad that I did, for it was a fine piece of 
woman-swearing as I have ever heard. 

“Aristocrat!” she said, scornful and 
right out loud. “You! Oh, for heaven's 
seke, stop this silly posing!” 

“Can you,” says this du Casse person, 
“count your ancestors back as much as 
two, let alone four generations?” 

I peeked, and it was worth it, for Hilda 
was staring at him with her eyes wide 
and surprised. Then she saw me, and she 
laughed, and the laughter was hard, at 
first, but then it got to be deep and full, 
and I came in, grinning. 

“You boor!” shouted du Casse. “Get 
away from here! Can’t you see —— 

“Say,” I said, gently, “are you forget- 
tng that you told Uncle Dan that your 
interest was not serious? Are you for- 
getting your family, Mr. du Casse?” 

He stared at me, and then he put out 
his hand and drew me a bit aside and 
said in a low tone: 

“See here, my good man, that was only 
—er—so to say—ihe bait. When I leave, 
I should think you would have no trouble 
in getting her to marry you-——” 

I jerked up my head, and I saw his 
eyes, and I saw Hilda just beyond, and 
then I grabbed him by the sack of the 
trousers and carried him in one hand to 
his auto. 

“Get!” I said, and grabbed the front 
wheels and lifted the car around so that 
it was pointed back the road, “Get, you 
slab-sided, yellow-skinned, pop-eyed sea- 
cook!” 

And he got. 

Then I felt very tired, and a bit un- 
certain as to what I ought to do next, 
but I went back and sat down beside 
Ililda and we stared over the Bay for 
a time. 

“It—it’s sort of pretty!” I said, 
a time. 


after 


HE didn’t answer, and I couldn't think 

of anything more to say. But after a 
time she spoke. 

“I heard what he whispered to you!” 
she said, but her face did not change. 

“IT couldn’t kill him!” I said. “He was 
so darn skinny and helpless. I guess he 
doesn’t know any better!” 

“I guess that’s right!” she said, and 
then she turned and looked at me. “Just 
between ourselves, Billy, when did your 
family begin—I mean, how far back ?” 

My neck got to be hot, and then my 
cheeks, and I looked hard at her, but she 
was not fooling, so I told her, serious-like : 

“Just about the time yours did, Hilda. 
Back in the time of the English invasions 
under Edward. Your folks were with 
the Percies at that time. They came over 
the border later, and we've always got 
along since then. But, 


that there hasn’t been a marriage between 
our families for two hundred years? And 
they’re so triendly !” 

She looked at me, and I looked. back 
at her, and all the fool notion about being 
careful and slow went—poof!—like that. 
Then she dropped her head, but in a 
proud way, and when she answered, it 
had a bit of teasing in it. 

“I guess—” she said—“I guess I had 
better take you, Billy! I may not get 
another chance, you know, and I hear 
that aristocrats are hard to get now.” 

So we sat there for a time, and then I 
said : 

“The Bay is pretty today,—dear!” 

At last 1 looked at her, and her eyes 
met mine. 

I wonder, sometimes, if my own face 
had the same proud, high passion; the 
ame deep affection that goes too deep 
ior. empty words. 
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gosh, Hilda,” 
said, “did it ever seem strange to you| 


Milder Musterole 
forSmall Children 


Thousands of mothers tellus 
they would not be without 
Children’s Musterole, the new, 
milder form of good old Mus- 
terole especially prepared for 
babies and small children. 

At night, when awakened by the 
warning, croupy cough, rub the clean, 
white ointment gently over the child’s 
throat and chest. 

Children’s Musterole, like regular 
Musterole, penetrates the skin with a 
warming tingle and goes quickly to 
the seat of the trouble. 

It does not blister like the old-fash- 
ioned mustard plaster and it is not 
messy to apply. 

Made from pure oil of mustard, it 
takes the kink out of stiff necks, makes 
sore throats well, stops croupy coughs 
and colds. 

The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio 
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my chair, a sickly smile on my dry lips. 

The District Attorney paced back 
and forth. <A clerk’s voice came to my 
ears in a dismal monotone. The gavel 
banged upon the desk. And the District 
Attorney swung about and began address- 
ing the bench. 

“If your Honor, please: 

“I would call to your attention this 
morning the case of State vs. Daniel Case. 

“On the —— day of July, 192—, the 
accused was bound over to this court by 
the City Court of Soundview on a charge 
of murder in the first degree, growing out 
of the death of Mr. Judson Caxton of 
17 Beverly Road, Soundview, Connecticut. 

“The facts disclose that on the — day 
f July, during the evening, Judson Caxton 
was driving his automobile through the 
streets of Soundview and in the course of 
his drive passed along the west side 
of Main Street, going in a north direc- 
tion. The map which is over there to Your 
Honor’s right shows the location. 


R. CAXTON, who was driving 

north along this street, evidently 
passed the Scarborough Hotel, passed the 
corner of Congress Street, and reached the 
intersection of High Street and Main 
Street. The electric lights were burning, 
as it was night. 

“When he reached the south side of 
High Street at the intersection of Main, 
a man approached from the sidewalk, 
raised the muzzle of a revolver, took care- 
ful aim, and fired a fatal shot. Mr. Cax- 
ton immediately lost control of the car 
he was driving, and it careened across the 
sidewalk, narrowly missing several pedes- 
trians, and crashed into the plate glass 
window of a shop. Mr. Caxton was seen 
to crumple in his seat as soon as the shot 

was fired. He died in St. Vincent’s Hos- 
pital without regaining consciousne ss. The 
murder was committed about 7:45 P. M. 

“The weight of the testimony indicates 
that immediately upon firing the fatal shot, 
the assassin turned westward into High 
Street and, running up the hill, disap- 
peared. There were several eye-witnesses 
to the shooting, and there were other 
witnesses who saw a man fleeing westward 
on High Street. None of these witnesses 
recognized the assassin. The weight of 
the testimony indicates, however, that the 
slayer was of more than average height, 
comparatively young in years, wore a white 
shirt and a striped necktie and gray 
trousers. 

“An autopsy was held, and disclosed 
that Mr. Caxton came to his death from a 
gunshot wound in the lobe of the left ear, 
passing in the rear through the cerebellum 
upward through the cerebrum and stopping 
on the right side. 

“At the time of the shooting, three per- 
sons, to-wit: Jane Orr, Hannah Cain, and 
Harry Boyd, were walking together on 
the south side of High Street. They 
heard the shot and shortly thereafter saw 
a man running up High Street toward 
them. He was running in the street, and, 
as he approached them, turned to the right 
and went on to the north side 

“Edmond Samuels, who came out of 
St. John’s Church at about 7:55 P. M.., 
saw a man running across the junction of 
Congress and Harrison streets, who stum- 
bled upon the curb and continued running 
south in a brea:hless condition. 

“This was substantially the situation of 
the case up to the time of the arrest of 
the accused, Daniel Case. 

“On July along toward midnight, 
two detectives observed a man acting in 
a rather peculiar manner. They ultimately 
engaged this person in conversation and 
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took him to the police station. There was 
und upon his person a .32 caliber re- 
Four chambers of the revolver 

ere loaded, and the other chamber was 
entirely empty. This person gave his name 

s Daniel Case and said that he lived in 
Soundview, which was later corroborated. 
HE accused was carefully questioned 
in the police station and maintained 
1¢ knew nothing about the death of 
hudson Caxton. 

* However, certain of the witnesses here- 
referred to, were called in at the 
police station, and some of them identified 
the accused as the person seen running 
away from the scene of the crime. 

‘At this point, another witness against 
the accused, Sarah Manley, appears in the 
case At the time of the shooting of 
Judge Caxton, Sarah Manley was a wait- 
ress in the Elite Restaurant in Soundview 
This restaurant is located at the northwest 
corner of Main and Arch streets. The 
murder was committed on the southwest 
corner of Main and High Streets. In 
other words, the Elite Restaurant was in 
the same block and only one block from 
the scene of the murder 

“When the arrest of Daniel Case for 
the murder of Judson Caxton became 
known, she was heard, while in the Elite 
Restaurant, to say that she knew Case 
and that she thought he was guilty, as 
she had seen him pass the restaurant 
shortly before the murder, and that upon 
a previous occasion when he had been in 
the restaurant with a friend he had ex- 
hibited a revolver to her and said that he 
was going to kill somebody with it. A 
customer in the restaurant, overhearing her 
conversation, telephoned the police and an 
officer was sent down to request her at- 
tendance at headquarters, where she re- 
lated her story and identified Case as the 
person she saw pass the restaurant on the 
night in question. 

“Up to this time Daniel Case was sub- 
jected to questioning by various members 
of the Soundview Police Department. 
There is no evidence that he was subjected 
to any physical violence or any form of 
torture or inquisition commonly associated 
with what is known as “The Third De- 
gree’. He was, however, subjected to a 
prolonged and vigorous interrogation, con- 
tinuing for hours at a time. This process 
was continued at intervals for about 
twenty-four hours during which Case made 
sundry conflicting statements, finally ad- 
mitting that he had killed Judson Caxton 
on the night in question in the way de- 
scribed and that he had fled over the course 
which the escaping assassin was supposed 
to have taken. This confession was re- 
duced to writing and signed by Daniel 
Case. 

“When asked where the fatal cartridge 
could be found, he informed the police 
that it could be found at a certain point 
below Soundview Beach. An examination 
of the place in question by the police re- 
sulted “ the discovery of a discharged 
cartridge, which was assumed to be the 
one that was used in the killing of Judson 
Caxton. 

“Thereafter, during the evening, he was 
taken in an automobile over the course of 
his flight, and it is said by the officers that 
he pointed out the course he had taken. 

“Subsequently, the police department got 
in touch with Harvey Stone, an engineer 
in the ballistic department of the Savant 
Arms Company. Prior to that, he had had 
army experience and was an instructor in 
marksmanship and ordnance work. He 
was shown the revolver which had been 
taken from the person of the accused and 
the bullet which had been fired through the 
Case revolver. After making certain ex- 
periments he reached the conclusion that 
the fatal bullet had been fired through 
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tolore 


about it. 
“A coroner's report was submitted on 


the Case revolver—no doubt 


the day of July, 19—. Summariz- 
ing the charge against Case, the coroner 
very logically divided it into ten points, 
which in substance are as follows: 
“First—Case was seen by an acquain- 
tance, Sarah Manley, within a block of 
the place of the shooting from five to ten 
minutes before the shooting. 
“Second—The slayer wore a_ white 
shirt, striped tie and gray trousers. 
Third—The witnesses, Donald Hanson 
and Stewart Farman, saw a man, wearing 
a white shirt, a striped tie and gray 
trousers, shoot the deceased and run west- 
ward up High Street 
“Fourth—Jane Orr and Hannah Cain, 
eastbound on High Street, heard the fatal 
shot and saw the fleeing slayer cross High 
Street about one hundred feet west of 
Main Street, wearing gray trousers and 
a white shirt. Hannah Cain also noted the 
striped tie. 
“Fifth—Edmond Samuels saw a man, 
apparently exhausted, wearing gray 
trousers and a white shirt, running away 
ten minutes after the shooting, and ob- 
served him when he stubbed his toe at 
the curbing, but contin''ed on. 


“Sixth—The witnesses, Stewart Farman, 
Jane Orr, Hannah Cain, and Edmond 
Samuels, identified Case at police head- 


quarters as the person they had thus seen 
fleeing from the scene of the shooting. 

“Seventh—Case made a statement in 
writing, admitting the crime. 

“Eighth—Case, accompanied by mem- 
bers of the police department, went over 
the course of his flight and designated the 
various spots above referred to. 

“Ninth—Case informed the police where 
the empty shell of the fatal bullet was 
placed by him. It was later found by the 
police. 

“Tenth—The revolver found on Case 
was a .32 caliber of Spanish manufacture, 
and it was the gun from which the bullet 
found in the head of the deceased was 
discharged 

“The functions of the City Court and 
of the coroner having been discharged i 
due course, the matter naturally came un- 
der the jurisdiction of the State Attorney's 
office for action. The case against the ac- 
cused is overwhelming. Upon the sur- 
face it seems like a perfect case, affording 
but very little difficulty in the matter of 
successful prosecution. In fact, if Your 
Honor please, it seemed like an ‘annihi- 
lating’ case. There did not seem to be 
a vestige of reason for suspecting for a 
moment that the accused was innocent. 
The evidence is described as ‘100 per cent 
perfect’ !” 

HE District Attorney stopped ahd 

poured a glass of water from a pitcher 
that stood on a table beside him. | 
watched him like a man entranced, and 
through my mind beat his words, “100 
per cent perfect, 100 per cent perfect,’ 
over and over. 

And there flashed through my mind 
what my own lawyers had said: that 
they would ask for a second degree ver- 
dict if necessary. And that would mean 
twenty years to rot and rust in jail. 
Twenty years and Joan! A sob 
came in my throat, and my head went 
forward on my chest. I felt Dad’s arm 
go about my shoulders. I brought my 
head up and caught the eyes of the 
judge, and in them I could see pity and 
contrition. 

That was it! They were going to let 
me plead guilty now and ask for a sen- 
tence immediately. 

Not so long as there was a God above 
would I rot in jail for twenty years! I 
determined to take my own life before 
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the day was through. And Joan waiting 
for me! 

The court-room was as still as death 
as the District Attorney began again, so 
still that its very silence seemed to bear 
down and smother me. His voice crackled 
forth in the silence like the bark of a 
gun, and I waited breathlessly. 

“Despite these facts, however, there 
were certain people who, without any par- 
ticular assignable reason, felt that the ac- 
cused was innocent and that he had been 
the victim of a most extraordinary com- 
bination of circumstances. 

“My own view necessarily was that if 
the facts above stated were subject to 
verification, the accused was undoubtedly 
guilty. But it goes without saying that 
it is just as important for the State At- 
torney to use the great power of his office 
to protect the innocent as it is to convict 
the guilty. 

“In the study of the case, I have not 
spared myself. I have interviewed per- 
sonally every person of consequence who 
had anything to say for or against the 
accused. I have carefully studied the great 
mass of testimony which has been ac- 
cumulated. I have made a careful scrutiny 
of all the exhibits. In addition to this, 
have had the benefit of the advice of 
several reputable physicians and have 
studied the ballistic aspects of the case 
with gentlemen who are skilled in mat- 
ters of this kind. I have personally in- 
terrogated all of the key witnesses and 
have personally gone over the scene of 
the crime and the course of flight of the 
murderer. It has been a long, tedious 
and exacting experience, but I have 
reached certain definite conclusions which, 
with Your Honor’s permission, I shall 
now proceed to develop.” 


S HE rested for a moment I found 
myself sitting on the edge of my chair, 
my. hands gripping the arms so that my 
knuckles showed white. For in his voice 
I could detect a note that gave me hope. 
“On the —— of July, when Daniel 
Case was bound over from the City Court 
of Soundview, he was interrogated at 
length by my assistant. Also, he was 
examined by three physicians. They h ve 
united in a written report to the effect 
that on the day in question the accused 
was in a highly nervous condition, physi- 
cally and mentally exhausted, and was in- 
capable of making a dependable statement. 
These physicians also reported that three 
days later, after a physical and mental 
rest, the accused was competent to con- 
fer with a representative of the State 
Attorney’s office and with his own counsel 
and with physicians. Up to that time it 
was their judgment that he was wholly 
incapable of rendering a coherent, de- 
pendable statement. 

“When in this restored condition, he 
denied his guilt and reasserted his inno- 
cence and has maintained his innocence 
ever since. When asked why he had con- 
fessed, he said, in substance, that it was 
because he was so tired that he was 
willing to admit anything in order to get 
a rest and because everything was against 
him. 

“After weighing the reports of the 
examining physicians, I think the con- 
clusion is inevitable that the so-called 
confession is without value!” 

Almost without taking a 
went on: 

“Now, if Your Honor please, perhaps 
at this point, and as illustrative of the 
manner in which ‘appearances are de- 
ceitful’, I call attention to the ninth point 
in the coroner’s summary. This point, 
Your Honor will recall, deals with the 
finding of the empty shell on the Sound- 
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police had found the supposed fatal cart- 
ridge, my assistant found another cartridge, 
also empty, at substantially the same loca- 
tion. It appears that the accused and his 
companion occasionally used the pistol in 
shooting practice and carelessly threw 
the empty shells wherever they chanced 
to be. 

“Thus we are forced to eliminate from 
the state’s case the ninth point, so-called. 

“We now turn to the testimony of 
Donald Hanson and Stewart Farman, re- 
ferred to in the third point of the cor- 
oner’s summary. Mr. Hanson is a man 
of undoubted prpbity. He witnessed the 
murder. He stood within six feet of the 
murderer—closer than any other eye- 
witness. He speaks of seeing a litle 
fellow behind a big fellow. He did not, 
however, see the revolver in the hands 
of the slayer. In other words, the man 
of all others of undoibted character who 
stood nearest to the scene of the crime 
could not identify the slayer. 


“PSHE other witness, Stewart Farman, 

stood within thirty feet when the mur- 
der was committed. He states that he did 
not get a good look at the face of the 
slayer. He further testifies that the assas- 
sin wore dark trousers, whereas practically 
all of the other witnesses say that the 
accused wore gray trousers. And, as a 
matter of fact, the trousers of the ac- 
cused are neither gray nor dark. They 
are of a slightly greenish or olive tinge. 

“Witness Farman also makes a rather 
remarkable and possibly significant state- 
ment. He says that he thinks the re- 
volver was ‘one of those black pistcis’, and 
adds that ‘it did not shine’, I am quoting 
his exact words as he testified before the 
coroner. Now, it so happens that the Case 
pistol is nickel-plated, and under electric 
lights it is quite likely it would have 
glittered. 

“Let me now take up the fourth point 
in the coroner’s summary. This point, 
Your Honor will recall, deals with the 
testimony of Jane Orr and Hannah Cain. 
These two witnesses in the company of 
Mr. Harry Boyd were coming down High 
Street some considerable distance from 
the corner—about one hundred yards, to 
be exact. They saw a man running toward 
them in the center of the street. Jane 
Orr asserts that she was struck by the 
pallor of his face. When asked to iden- 
tify the accused at the police station, she 
said she could not do so, She returned 
the next day, however, saying that she 
‘worried about it’ in the night, and identi- 
fied him. In the meantime, however, Case 
had confessed. Even so, her testimony is 
of dubious value because she uses such 
phrases as this: ‘I haven’t much doubt 
about it’; ‘He looks like the same man’; 
‘Yes, I am pretty sure it is the same 
person’, 

“The witness, Hannah Cain, also re- 
fused to make an identification until after 
the confession. Mr. Harry Boyd, who was 
with these two ladies, is totally unable to 
identify the accused as the person then 
seen running. 

“Therefore, it passes all credulity that 
witnesses, seeing a running person they 
had never seen before, for a fleeing mo- 
ment, could in that dim light carry an 
impression which would enable them to 
identify that person several days there- 
after. I have no hesitancy whatsoever in 
placing out of the case the identification 
of Jane Orr and Hannah Cain as set 
forth in the fourth point. 

“And the same is true of the testimony 
of Edmond Samuels who identified the 
accused from a distance in a dim light. 
There is a tinge of imagination about his 
testimony that leads me to doubt its pro- 
bative force. I personally experimented 
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tise on the amazing phenomena 
of erystal gazing, together with 
prices of balls and lists of 
books on psychic phenomena, will 
be forwarded to any address for 
10¢ This charge will be re- 
funded on any purchase. 


West Quartz Co., Box 501-D, Rochester,N.Y. 


A Depression Here 


Indicates Front 
Arch Trouble 


The symptoms of Metatarsal 
weakness are Morton Toe, 
cramping of toes, enlarged 
little toe joints, sole calluses 
and spreading of foot, ete. 


ACFIELD’S METAPAD 
Reg. U. 8. Pat. Of. 
Supports AND binds. Far better than 
adhesive bandages Worn in regular 

shoe, Any other foot troubles? 


C. R. ACFIELD, Dept. FS, 1328 Broadway, New York City 


STUDY AT HOME 


Become a lawyer 

men win high positions an 

suceese in business and public life. 

Be independent. Greater re 

ties now than ever before 

rations are by men 
ing. Kern 


legal 
te $10,000 Annually 


$5, 
we guide atep 
spare 
students found a Beare rneys of every 
We fur all text material, fe ‘fourteen, 
Library. Low. cost, easy terms. Get our roe 
Guide” and ‘‘Evidence’’ books free. 
Extension University, De 
The Worid’s Largest B 


J touch on the skin and the romantic 
fragrance thrills and lingers many day The scent tha’ 
lures. Everybody adores it. The finest rarest imported 
oriental perfume. An aroma De Luxe Beautiful Ruby 
or lavalliere or 
vest pocket. The rage in the cities. Last «many m 


|ror, distress and anxiety. 


at the corner in question, and I confess 
that I am shocked when I think that any | 
person would, in a case of this character, 
assert a positive identification based upon | 
such circumstances. I, therefore, have no 
hesitancy in saying that I could not upon} 
my conscience ask any trial jury to place 
credence in the fifth point of the case. 
“Now, Your Honor, let me call atten- 
tion to an incident which actually hap- 
pened subsequent. to the arrest of Case 
and while he was in jail. During this 
term of court, immediately following the 
murder, there has been a large attendance 
of persons apparently drawn there by the 
possibility that this case would come up 
for consideration. We formed a practice 
of looking into the crowd of spectators 
to see how many people who sat on the 
benches resembled Daniel Case. On one 
day, for instance, the sheriff picked out 
seven people, and another person, after a 
conference with the State Attorney, picked 
out eight people. Seven of the eight were 
identical, that is, they picked the same 
people all as resembling the accused! 
“Then another interesting thing hap- 
pened. I saw in the court-room one day 
a man strikingly like the description of 
Daniel Case. We sent for him to come 
to the State Attorney’s office. He was 
questioned as to his reason for being in 
court. He showed signs of extreme ter- 
He nearly fell 
to the floor and collapsed. He could not 
give a reason, but finally admitted that he 
was there because of the Case trial, and 
exhibited symptoms which under ordinary 
circumstances, would cast grave suspicion 
upon him. Even down to his wearing ap- 
parel, he resembled Daniel Case. That 
actually happened, and it shows how easy 
it is for similarities in appcarance to be 
made the basis for a mistaken identifica- 
tion. 
“This brings us to the testimony of 
Sarah Manley, the first point in the 
coroner’s summary. The presumption is 
that if she saw him pass the restaurant in 
which she worked she would recognize 
him because she saw him not as a 
stranger, but as a person she had pre- 
viously known. She looked at the clock 
at 7:35 P. M. She remembers this be- 
cause she had an appointment at eight 
o'clock. She glanced out the window as 
she walked toward the cash register and 
saw the accused walking by in a leisurely 
manner, going toward the direction of 
the crime. 


T WILL be remembered that Sarah 
Manley said she saw the pistol in the 
hands of the accused and that he said that 
some day he would kill someone with it. 
However, she miade no complaint to the 
police of this remark until after Daniel 
Case had been arrested. It will also be 
recalled, for what it is worth, that there 
was a substantial reward offered for any 
testimony that might lead to the convic- 
tion of the assassin, and I must say, in 
passing, that this particular witness, 
threugh an attorney, has made application 
for the reward. 

“It is quite likely that the accused did 
show Sarah Manley the pistol in question. 
It is probable that he made the remark 
referred to, although Sarah Manley ad- 
mits that she thought he was joking at 
the time. 

“IT have done a good deal of strolling 
about the streets of Soundview lately. 
therefore went to the Elite Restaurant. 
I placed myself as nearly as I could in 
the position that she must have occupied 
at the time. And I found, very much to 
my surprise, that it is practically impos- 
sible to distinguish any person passing 
on the sidewalk because of the brightness 


uy are not delighted. 


LURE PARFUMERIE, 1010 Wearst Bidg., Chicago. 
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New Hair 


In30 Days 
— OrNo Cost/ 


Don’t Fear Baldness! I’ll Grow 
New Hair For You In 30 Days—Or 
The Trial Costs You Nothing. 


By Alois Merke 


at's the story! And no strings attached! Maybe 

your hair ts falling out rapidly. Maybe it is nearly gone. 
Yet I guarantee my new scientific system will give you a 
new head of hair in 30 days, or no cost to yo! 

I've found that in most cases of baldness the hair roots 
are not dead but dormant—asieep. Oils, scalp m 
and ordinary tonics failed because they treated only the 
surface skin. You don't rub “‘growing fluid” on the bark 
of a tree to make it grow; you get down to the roots. 
And that's exactly what my system does! It goes beneath 
the surface, bringing nourishment direct to those dormant 
roots, which soon grow healthy hair again. In every home 
where there is electricity—in YOUR home—without the 
least discomfort, this remarkable result is possible, or no 
cost to you. 


Here’s Your Contract 


I've treated thousands at the Merke Institute, Fifth 
Ave., New York, many paying as much as $500 for 
results secured thru personal treatments. Yet now 
you may secure the same results in your own home 
for just a few cents a day. Many people are bald, 
yet very few of these cases are noes eless. That's why 

offer you this contract—if within 30 days you are not 
completely satisfied, say so. And your money is instant- 
ly and gladly refunded. 


Send for Booklet 


Let me send you a wonderfully interesting free buuokiet 
describing my simple effective treatment. Just . mail 
coupon. You want hair a month from now; send that 
coupon TODAY. Allied Merke Institute, Inc., Dept. 
1154, 512 Fifth Ave., New York. 


ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTE, Inc., Dept. 1154, 
512 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

Please send me—without cost or obligation—a copy 
of your book, “The New Way to Make Hair Grow," de- 
scribing the Merke System. 


(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Miss) 

Address 

City 


mply send $2.00 


~ this 14 Karat Bolid 
bite Go 


tee. 


guaran 


10 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL 

If not satisfactory can d te this 

$4.05 PER MONTH 

After trial pay balanc* $4.05 a month for ten months. 

ROYAL CATALOG 

Diustrates and describes thousands of special values in dia- 

monds, watches and — for your copy at once. 

Address Dept, 1553 


ROYAL DIAMOND & WATCH CO. 
BROADWAY, NEW YORK 
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Sear 


to prove you can learnathomeinspare time! 


We have invented a new, simplified way to teach Drafting—the first real improvement 


in Drafting home-instruction in history. 
will make this We want you to see it, try it—without one 
penny of :ost or obligation. We want to 

contract with you: show you how we get away from the copy- 
ing methods used in the past. See how we 

make you think, solve problems, do actual 
draiting room jobs from the first lesson! 


Draftsmen WANTED! 


70,000 fine jobs advertised this year, many 
at $60 to $125 a week. Get ready to fill 
one. Get out of the rut. Make something 
of yourself. Plan your future in Drafting. 
Even if you have only common schooling, 
even if you know nothing of Drafting, we 
guarantee to make you a real Draftsman 
or to refund your money! Special surprise 
offer right now to the first 500 men who 
The Americ.n School, a million dollar No- answer this ad—reduced price, easy terms, 
Profit Educational Institution now offers Coupon brings complete information, 


men a double service—training for a spe- 
A new, rapid, simplified way 


cific job, then finding the job. For one 

small price, on terms of only $5 a month, i. 

you are now assured of definite benefits, This new “Job-Method” gives you actual 

both in position and salary. drafting-room jobs in a new one-step-at-a- 
time way. With pictures which you can un- 
derstand almost without reading the “les- 


Coupon brings complete 

details of this is why American School- 
rain raftsmen can qualify for a good 

sensation offer! job at big pay when they graduate, 


HIGHWAYS TO SUCCESS! 


The big money in Drafting goes to men who specialize 
in Machine Design, or Electrical Drafting, or Architec- 
tural Drafting, or Structural, or Automotive. It isn’t 
enough merely to know general Drafting practice. You 
must know how to calculate and design and plan original work. 
You need many Engineering subjects to fill the kind of a Drafting 


sitio hat pays $60 to 
COUPON 
Brings 3 Lessons Free 


ican School now in- 
cludes this special- 
ized trainingin its one 
Draftingcourse, Get them, Test your own ability 
to learn Drafting and get ready 
for a fine job and big pay. Cou- 
pon also brings surprise offer, and 
complete information about your 
opportunities for success in Draft- 
ing. MAIL IT TODAY! 

Chief Drafting Engineer 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. D-4251 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 
Rush 3 Free Drafting Lessons, 
surprise offer, complete in- 
formation, money-bac 

uarantee, etc., to prove 
can become a rea! Draftsman at 
home in spare time, 


W hen you enroll for our home-training in Draft- 

ing, we agree to give you: 

1. Complete Drafting training, by the new Prac- 
tice- Method. 

2. Professional Drafting Outfit, as illustrated. 

3. We will help you get a good Drafting position 
at a substantial increase in pay. 

4, Or we'll refund every cent of your money. 


Professional 
Outfit Given 


Fine, imported in- 
struments help you 
learn Drafting easily 
and quickly. Thes 
standard quality, ful 

size instruments, in- 


Free to Students 
THe AMERICAN 

and Graduates: ScHoot now ofiers 

its students and graduates, without cost, the 

services of an efficient Employment Depart- * 

ment which keeps in touch with the employ- 

ers of Draftsmen all over the United States. 

We have placed hundreds of men in good 

Drafting positions, We have made this train- 

ing so complete, so practical, so easy to mas- § 

ter, that our students ere bound to make 

good. And, so, because the demand for real Draftsmen continues to ex-@ 

ceed the supply and because this training actually prepares men for good 


eluding board, table, 
triangles, T-square, 
ink,protractor,etc, 
given without ex- 
tra charge to 
students, 


Drafting positions, we back it with @ Free Employment Service, free to | N*™e-- 
employcrs, students, graduates. 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St. State 
American School it @ 


the window is partially filled with fruit 
and other things sold in the restaurant, 
and because of the lettering on the win- 
dew itself. 

“Moreover, Sarah Manley admitted 
that there was nothing strange in the 
fact that a man passing on the sidewalk 
had waved to her or even that she had 
waved back to him. She also admitted that 


|this often happened in the case of total 


strangers. 

‘After eliminating from the case, by 
the necessities of logic, the other identi- 
fication, this solitary dubious identification, 
standing by itself is totally worthless. 
Point One is therefore dismissed from 
the case. 


HAT eliminates, Your Honor, every 

point set forth by the coroner except 
the tenth point, and this, I may say, is the 
crucial pomt in the case. The tenth point 
deals with the testimony of the ballistic 
engineer, Mr. Harvey Stone. It will be 
remembered that this witness states that 
in his opinion the fatal bullet was fired 
through the Case revolver. If this opinion 
is well founded, then Case is guilty, no 
matter what we may think of the charac- 
ter of the other evidence to which I have 
already referred. 

“If, on the other hand, the testimony of 
this witness is not reliable, then Case is 
innocent. 

Those minutes while I waited for him 
to continue! Giving me back my life, tear- 
ing down the web that circumstances had 
woven around me! I dared not move. i 
scarcely breathed while I waited for him 
to walk across the room to the pitcher of 
water. His hand, so steady and sure, 
seemed to take hours to pour the glass 
full. I could not take my eyes from him, 
and as he came back before the court his 
features were as unreadable as a marble 
mask. And then with short, quick sen- 
tences and fire in his voice, he brought 
his plea to a close: 

“To make certain of this last and most 
important. point, | have consulted six of 
the most distinguished ballistic engineers in 
the country; men versed to the highest 
degree in the science of ‘finger printing 
bullets’ by means of ‘lands’ and grooves 
on the bullet itself. 

“This mass of testimony which I have 
before me are their findings. And they 
are not only in the opinion that there is 
no evidence that the fatal bullet came 
out of the Case revolver, but they are 
clearly of the opinion that the fatal bul- 
let came out of some other unknown 
weapon. These opinions are signed by 
all six of these gentlemen and conclusively 
prove that the tenth point of the coroner's 
summary is of no more value than the 
preceding nine. 

“And finally, Your Honor, I have con- 
ferred very carefully with the daughter 
of the murdered man, having questioned 
her at length as to the motive and proba- 
bility of Daniel Case having committed the 
crime in question and am satisfied that no 
motive whatsoever existed. 

“In view of what I have said about 
every element of the case, I do not think 
that any doubt of Case’s innocence can 
remain in the mind of a candid person. 
Therefore, if Your Honor approves, as I 
trust you will, of my conclusions in this 
matter, I shall enter a nolle prosequi in 
the case of State vs. Daniel Case.” 

Without hesitation the Court answered 

“The Court has given very close atten- 
tion to the State Attorney. It is per- 
fectly evident that a great deal of pains- 
taking care has been expended on the cas« 
and that the attitude of the State At- 
torney’s office has been what it always 
should be, one of impartiality and desire 
to shield the innocent as well as a deter- 
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GRAY HAIR 


IS NOT NECESSARY 


You are only 
as old as you 
look! 


Wm. J. Brandt's 
Liquid 
EAU DE 
HENNA 
Hair Color 


Restorer 
: 


will cover hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you 
would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a toothbrush does it all 
No pack. No mess. 

You get the natural color. No one will suspect 
your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and 
lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color. 


ANY ONE CAN PUT IT ON 


It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it off. 

You can cover any gray no matter how stub- 
born or how caused. It also takes at the roots. 


Wonderful For Touching Up 


You can put it on just where needed. Can be 
used over other dyes or where powdered hennas 
have been used. Does not break the hair. Does 
not interfere with permanent waving. 

Full directions box in English and 
Spanish Colors ack, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn. Price 
$2.50. C. O. D. $2.72. In ordering please state 
color desired: order through your Department 
Store, Druggist, Beauty Parlor or direct from us 

Accept no substitute for Wm. J. Brandt's Eau 
de Henna 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 293 D, 112 East 23rd St, New York 


Men as well as women can use Eau de Henna to advantage 


Get Rid 
of Your 
Free Trial Treatment 


sent on request. Ask for my ‘“‘pay-when- 
reduced”’ offer I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons, without starvation diet 
or burdensome exercise, often at a rapid rate. 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR, R. NEWMAN, —— Physician 
State of New York, 286 Fifth Avenue, Desk M. 


fo introduce our imported Mexican-BLU- 
FLASH GEM, the only low priced gem ex- 
actly matching genuine diamonds, with same blue-white 


brilliancy and rainbow fire, guaranteed for life, we'll send | 


free this beautiful, flashing fiery red Mexican Ruby. Just 
clip out this ad, mail with your name, address an ‘We 
partly cover handling cost and we’ll mail FREE wenestaleg 
of gems and special half price offer. Wri 


Mexican Gem Importing Co,, Dept, U-S Mesilla Park, Mex. 


SAVE YOUR BODY 


Conserve Your Health 
and iency First 


“I would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WE NESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS : For 
of WOMEN and MEN. Devel- Bo 


erect, graceful, figure nea Girls 
ity to do things, health, strength. Also 
Wear it 30 Days Free at Our Expense 


Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal organs; 
reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and strengthens the 
back; corrects stooping shoulde ors; develops lungs, chest 
bust; relieves backache; curvatures, nerv ousness, ruptures, 
consti pation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Write wd for illustrat- 
Keep Yourself Fit % booklet, measurement 
blank, etc., and read our a liberal proposition. 


a 
HOWARD c RASH Pre. SALINA KANSAS | 


| mination to prosecute those who are 
| guilty. 


“I feel that the State Attorney's office | 


is entirely justified in the recommendation 
| that has Ke made, and it is so ordered.” 
| I heard the State Attorney say, “I 
thank Your Honor.” 

Then everything went black. 


on a couch in a little room off the court. 
Mother and Dad were beside me. Mother’s 
tears ran down over my cheeks as she 
kissed my forehead and held me so close 
to her that it seemed I would suffocate. 
I managed to smile at them, and a doctor 
came in and gave me something in a 
| glass of water that took the roaring out 
| of my head. Then I said, looking straight 
into Mother’s eyes, “I want to go to see 
Joan now, Mother.” 

And she looked back into my eyes and 
said, “You can go, Danny, right now.” 

They helped me out to Dad’s car and, 
with Rolly driving, we whizzed through 
Soundview and out on Beverly Road, the 
cool winds whipping some color in my 
face and some strength in my body. 

When we drew up at Joan’s driveway, 
Dad said gruffly, “You go in with him, 
Rolly.” 

We rang the bell and a maid came and 
looked at me in a startled way. Then 
she turned about and went running down 
the hall. And Rolly pushed open the door 
and we went into the library. He gave 
me a pat on the shoulder and said, “Guess 
you won't need me, old fellow,” and went 
out just as the curtains parted and Joan, 
my Joan, came in, 

She stood framed in the doorway for a 
moment, her hands pressed against a 
bunch of red roses, her face gone white. 
I couldn’t move; I couldn’t speak. I just 
waited while she crossed the room and 
reached for me with arms that seemed to 
have the strength of terror. 

After a minute she whispered, “My 
poor, poor Danny.” 

tried to smile and say, “It doesn’t 
matter, dear. Nothing matters now.” But 
my voice broke in a sob, and she took me 
in her arms as though I were a tired little 
boy. 


Then I said, “You will marry me now, 


won't you, Joan. He’s gone and I'll 


never remember.” 


ND she looked at me for a moment 

and said, “Oh, dearest, dearest, you 
| didn’t understand. He was my real father, 
but he and Mother—oh, don’t you under- 
stand, Danny?” 

In a moment I did understand, and joy 
surged through my heart such as I had 
never known before. I damned myself un- 
til Joan put her soft little hand over my 
lips and quieted me. 

“Do you want me now, Danny?” she 
asked, her eyes looking into mine. 

“More than I wanted my life, Joan,” | 
told her. “Now—today, so that we can’t 
lose a minute of all the rest of our lives 
together.” 

Just then Rolly put his head in. “Your 
mother wants to know if you're all right, 
Danny,” he laughed. 

“Get out of here and tell them we're 
going to be married this afternoon.” 


[Tue Enp] 
Have you seen page 142 Of 
course this offer may not apply to 
you, but you may know someone 
whom it will interest. Keep on 
the lookout and you'll find your 


When I regained my senses, I was lying | 


“Think How Proud . 
Your Mother Will Be!” 


“We've often talked about you, Bob, and we 
knew you could make good if you'd really 
try. 

“You don’t know how happy we were 
when you decided to take up a home-study 
course with the International Correspon- 
dence Schools, ‘That's just what he needs,’ 
your mother said. ‘Now you just watch 
and see!’ 

“Sure enough it did make a change in 
you—we could all see it—and I knew it 
wouldn’t be long before the firm would 
notice the difference in your work. But I 
didn’t think you'd get a raise so soon. 

“Think of it! Sixty dollars more a month! 
Now we can live as we want to live.” 

How much longer are you going to wait before taking 
the step that you know will bring you advangement and 
more money? Aren't you tired working for a small salary? 

Tt takes only a moment to mark and mail this salary- 
raising coupon and find out what the International Corre- 
spondence Schools can do for you. Surely it is better to 


send it in today than to wait a year or two years and then 
realize how much the delay has cost you. ‘Do it now!’’ 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6254-E, Scranton, Penna. 
Oldest and largest correspondence schools im the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
()Business Management ()Salesmanship 
(]Industrial Management Advertising 
()Personnel Organization (Better Letters 
Traffic Management ()Show Card Lettering 
}Business Law L)Stenography and Typing 
‘}Banking and Banking Law CJ) Business English 
[) Accountancy (including C.P.A.)C) Civil Service 
L] Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish (0 French Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND 
[jElectrical Engineering 
“}Electric Lighting 
Mechanica] Engineer 
] Mechanical Draftsman 
L)Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy Mining 
Steam Engineering (2 Radio 


Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry () Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engine: 
Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Name 


Street 
Address 


City State 


Occupation 
If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


opportunity in Smart Set’s offers. 
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30 Days 


Latest Model 
Rectangular Wrist Watch 
14 Kt. White Rolled Gold beautifully engraved case. 
Sapphire Jewel Crown, silk grosgrain ribbon and en- 
graved clasp High polished Ruby Jeweled move- 
ment regulated perfect time-keeper 
Written 20 year guarantee with each watch 

SEND ONLY $1.00. Watch comes to you postpaid. 
You have 30 days to decide. If pleased with its per- 
fect time-keeping and beauty send $4.00 per month 
or $1.00 weekly for balance, full price $14.95. If not 
satisfied, return watch and your money will be prompt- 
ly refunded, This offer is limited. Rush order at once. 


REGENT WATCH CO. 93 Nassau St., Dept. B-12, New York 
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Read What Happy 
Anita Users Say— 


Tampico, Mex 
* * * As soon as I received the 
Adjuster I became very happy be- 
cause in the eight days that have 
put the Adjuster on my nose I have 
seen that it is wonderful. I am very 
much obliged to you 
Sincerely yours, 


Manchester, N. H 
* * * I'll tell you that your ad- 
justers are wo five times more 


than that. 
J. W. 


Huntington, W. Va. 
* * * Your Nose Shaper is wonder- 
ful. I can see a change in my nose 
and just received it two weeks ago 
I don't know how to express myself to 
you, but however, I guess you know 
I am overjoyed. 
Yours truly, 
Mrs. H. 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
* * * It really is a wonder. It 
made a new nose for me. Friends are 
telling me I’m changing my looks 
Wishing you success, I remain 
Yours truly, 


Vesper, Wise 
* * * I think your appliance one of 
the best on the market for ill anges 
noses as it is lighter in weight than 
the rest. 
Yours very truly, 
B. F. 


BEFORE AFTER 


BEFORE AFTER 


This Coupon May Be Your Ke 
To Happiness Send /t New 


The Anita Co. 

Dept 495, 529 Springfield Ave., 
Newark, N. J. 

Please send me free booklet “‘Nature’s Way 
to Happiness.” 


Name 


Address 


FREE 
DEMONSTRATION 
at Our Parlors if 

DESIRED 


NOSE ADJUSTER. 


PATENTED 


A Modern Scientific Nose Mold 
Shapes While You Sleep 


OUR nose is your most important feature. You can make it your most beautiful 
feature with Anita Nose Adjuster. 


The shape of your nose determines more than anything else the attractiveness of 
your face. nose that is snub, flat, hooked, pointed or drooping, or in any other 
way irregular, is certain to detract from your appearance. Personal appearance has 
a distinct influence on personal happiness. 


There is a period in every person’s life when the muscles become lax due to growing 
period, illness or advancing age. The flesh and cartilage become soft and flabby, causing 
them to spread, sag, bulge or droop. In many cases this action affects the cartilage 
of the nose, due to its softness and pliancy, thereby making the nose look humpy, irregular 
and unshapely, and in other cases the nasal tissues contract, causing the nose to tilt 
or “pug.” 

It is no longer n to resc rt to dangerous, expensive and painful plastic operations 
to overcome nasal deformities, with the danger of becoming horribly defaced for life. 

No matter how irregular the fleshy contour of wor. It is constructed on the same principles as 
your nose may be, the Anita Nose Adjuster other well fitting supporters and it is absolutely 
will make it beautifully straight (even) in from harmless. 


one to siz weeks—without inconvenience and during 
sleep at so nominal a cost. 


Perfect in Construction 
The Anita Nose Adjuster is prac- 


Physicians Recommend It 


The Anita Nose Adjuster is widely 
used and highly recommended by 


able, 


Crossing tapes 
insure adjust- 


edges ma 


Department 495 


even pres- 
sure. Reinforced order from your measurements so 
ke the as to insure perfect fit end best 
Anita adjustable resyjts. 

in every way. 


tical in construction and the fine, 
porous, sanitary and silky material 
gently supports and aul the nose 
without the slightest pain. The 
flexible and scientific construction 
allows the pressure to be adjusted 
to any desired degree. Although 
it is adjustable in every way, each 
Anita Nose Adjuster is made to 


No Metal 


Due to its great success, the Anita Nose Adjuster 
has beer extensively imitated. 
tatious dare to copy the scientific features which are 
covered by exclusive patents. 
which clamp your nose with torturous thumb screws. 

So many people ask us, “Is the Anita made of 
metal with screws which dig into the flesh?” It is 


None of these imi- 


Beware of devices 


medical authorities as the simplest, 
most scientific and most efficient 
method of correcting every form of 
nasal irregularity due to irregular 
structure of tissue easily, pain- 
lessly and permanently. 

The “Anita” has been endorsed by 
the Surgeon General of The United 
States Army, Washington, D. C., 
and by hundreds of other doctors. 
The Anita Nose Adjuster has brought 
happiness into the lives of countless 
thousands of men, women and chil- 
dren. It can do the same for you 
Fill out and send in the coupon for 
the free booklet: “Nature's Way to 
Happiness.” Do it now, before you 
forget. 


Every Anita Nose Adjuster is Guaranteed to do all we 
claim. Your money refunded if not entirely satisfactory. 


The ANITA Ca. 


INC, 


529 Springfield Ave. 


Gold Medal 


juster that was 
awarded the high- 
ly prized diploma 
and Gold Medal 
at the Interna- 
tional Exposition 
of Inventors held 
inNew 
February, 1923 


Newark, N. J. 


“My Happiness I Owe to You!” 
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ICK at heart the trembling girl shuddered at the words that 
delivered her to this terrible fate of the East. How could she 
escape from this Oriental monster into whose hands she had 
been given—this mysterious man of mighty power whose face none 
had yet seen? 
Here is an extraordinary situation. What was to be the fate 
of this beautiful girl? Who was this strange emissary whom no one 
really knew ? 


To know the answer to this and the most exciting tales of 
Oriental adventure and mystery ever told, read on through 


the most thrilling, absorbing, entertaining and fascinating 
pages ever written. 


i of Oriental Mystery 


11 Superb Volumes by SAX ROHMER 
Written with his uncanny knowledge of things Oriental 


ERE you are offered no ordi- have sold by the hundred thousand at 
nary detective stories. In ™uch higher prices—books you will en- 
h books the hidden vets joy reading over and over again. Hand- 
these »  somely bound in substantial cloth covers, 


mysteries and intrigues of the aproudadornmentfor your table orshelf. 
Orient fairly leap from the pages. Forget Your Troubles— 


Before your very eyes spreads a Ee: 
swiftly moving panorama that Relax— Enjoy Yourself! 


IF YOU MAIL 
takesyoubreathlessfromthehigh Roosevelt amd other FREE COUPON NOW , 


places of society—from homes of men reed to hel them relax—to forget 

tant ir burdens. To read these absorbing A limited quantity on hand of 
refinement and luxury, to sinister tales of the mysterious East is to cast beaueiful, sphinx polychrome 
underworlds of London and the your worries into oblivion—to increase  P0ok-ende, will be sent abso- 


Far East—from Piccadilly and your efficiency many times over. for Brompese with the SO 
Broadway to incredible scenes be- Extraordinary Offer— 
hind idol temples in far off China Don’t Wait a Minute! 

—from hidden citiesin the jungles Printing these volumes by the hundred 


of Malay along strange paths to thousand when paper was cheap makes 


: this low price ible. Only a limited 
the very seat of Hindu sorcery. 


11 Mystery Volumes Complste Sato en today!" 
Packed with Thrills Send No Money! 
Be the first in your community toown Just mail the Free Examination Coupon 


these, the most wonderful Oriental mys- Today Sure! Read them TEN — 
tery stories ever published— books that FREE, without a penny down. 


, 30 Irving PI. 
McKinlay, Stone & Mackenzie York. New York 22 
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2 Beautiful Book Ends 
4 Oriental Masterpi 
they are the mom 
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THE BARGAIN COUPO 


‘I can tell that taste 
in the dark” 


CHESTERFIELD 


Liocetrt & Myers Tosacco Co. 
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